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Vol.  III.  B 


T  O    T  H  E 


(^  U     E     E     N, 


M  A  D  A  M, 

THE  notice,  your  Majesty  has  con- 
defcended  to  take  of  the  following 
Tragedy,  emboldens  me  to  lay  it,  in  the 
humbleft  manner,  at  your  Majesty's 
feet.  And  to  whom  can  this  illuftrious 
Carthaginian  fo  properly  fly  for  protection, 
as  to  a  Queen,  who  commands  the  hearts 
of  a  people ',  more  powerful  at  fca  than 
Carthage?  more  flourifiiing  in  commerce 
than  thole  firft  merchants?  more  fecure 
f  flgainfl  il  ?   and,  under  a  Monarchy y 

more  free  than  a  Commonwealth  itfelf  ? 

B  2  1  dare 


DEDICATION. 

I  dare  not,  nor  indeed  need  I,  here  at- 
tempt a  character  where  both  the  great  and 
the  amiable  qualities  fhine  forth  in  full  per- 
fection. All  words  are  faint  to  fpeak  what 
is  univerfally  felt,  and  acknowledged,  by 
a  happy  people.  Permit  me  therefore 
only  to  fubferibe  myfelf,  with  the  trueft 
zeal  and  veneration, 


Madam, 

Tour  Majesty's 
Mofi  humble, 

Mofi  dutiful^  and 
Mofi  devoted  Servant, 


JAMES  THOMSON, 


PREFACE. 

IT  is  not  my  intention,  in  this  preface  to  defend 
any  faults  that  may  be  found  in  the  following 
piece.  1  am  afraid  there  are  too  many  ;  but  thofe 
who  are  bell  ab]e  to  difcover,  will  be  mod  ready  to 
pardon  them.  They  alone  know  how  difficult  an 
undertaking  the  writing  of  a  tragedy  is :  and  this  is 
a  firft  attempt. 

I  beg  leave  only  to  mention  the  reafon  that  deter- 
mined me  to  make  choice  of  this  fubjecL  What 
pleafcd  me  particularly,  tho'  perhaps  it  will  not  be 
Ueait  liable  to  objection  with  ordinary  readers,  was 
the  great  fimplicity  of  the  (lory.  It  is  one,  regular, 
and  uniform,  not  charged  with  a  multiplicity  of  in- 
cidents, and  yet  affording  feveral  revolutions  of  for- 
tune ;  by  which  the  paflions  may  be  excited,  varied, 
and  driven  to  their  full  tumult  of  emotion. 

This  unity  of  defign  was  always  fought  after,  and 
admired  by  the  Ancients  :  and  the  moil  eminent 
among  the  Moderns,  who  underftood  their  writings, 
have  chofen  to  imitate  them  in  this,  from  an  entire 
conviction  that  the  reafon  of  it  mult  hold  good  in 
all  ages.  And  here  allow  me  to  tranflate  a  i^afTage 
from  the  celebrated  Mon/ieur  Racine,  which  contains 
all  that  I  have  to  fay  on  this  head. 

"  We  muft  not  fancy  that  this  rule  has  no  other 
"  foundation  but  the  caprice  of  thofe  who  made  it. 
"  Noth'ing  can  touch  us  in  tragedy,  but  what  is  pro- 
"  bable.  And  what  probability  is  there,  that,  in  one 
*•  D.iV,  fhould  happen  a  multitude  of  things,  which 
*'  could  fcarcc  happen  in  feveral  Weeks?  There  ait; 
"  fome  who  think  that  this  fimplicity  is  a  mark  of 
u  barrennefs  of  invention.  Uut  they  do  not  con- 
"  fider,  that,  on  the  contrary,  invention  confilts  of 
V  making  fomething  out  of  nothing:  and  that  this 
B  3  *c  huddle 


PREFACE. 

•'  huddle  of  incidents  has  always  been  the  refuge  of 
*'  Poets,  who  did  not  find  in  their  genius  either  rich- 
"  nefs  or  force  enough  to  engage  their  fpeclators, 
'•'  for  five  acts  together,  by  a  fimple  action,  fupported 
**  by  the  violence  of  paffion.s,  the  beauty  of  fenti- 
H  ments,  and  the  noblenefs  of  expreflion.'' — I  would 
not  be  underilood  to'mean  that  all  thefe  things  are 
to  be  found  in  my  performance:  1  only  ihow  the 
reader  what  I  aimed  at,  and  how  I  would  have 
pleafed  him,  had  it  been  in  my  power. 

.As  to  the  character  of  HophoniJla\  in  drawing  it,  I 
have  coniined  myfelf  to  the  truth  of  hiitory.  It  were 
an  affront  to  the  age,  to  fuppofe  fuch  a-characler  out 
of  nature ;  efpecially  in  a  country  which  has  produced 
fo  many  great  examples  of  public  fpirit  and  heroic 
virtues,  even  in  the  fofter  fex  :  and  I  had  deftroyed 
her  character  entirely,  had  I  not  marked  it  with  that 
itrcmg  love  to  her  country,  difdain  of  fervitude,  and 
inborn  averfion  to  the  Remans^  by  which  all  hiitorians 
have  diftinguifhed  her.  Nor  ought  her  marrying  Ma- 
fiiifit*  while~her  former  hufband  was  (till  alive,  to  be 
reckoned  a  blemifh  in  her  character.  For,  by  the  laws 
both  of  Rome  and  Carthage,  the  captivity  of  the  huf- 
band dnTolved  the  marriage  of  courfe;  as  ameni;  us, 
impotence,  or  adultery  ;  not  to  mention  the  reafons 
of  a  moral  and  public  nature,  which  I  have  put  into 
her  own  mouth  in  the  fcene  betwixt  her  and  Sypbax. 

1  his  is  all  I  have  to  fay  of  the  play  itfelf.  But  I  can- 
not conclude  without  owning  my  obligations  to  thefe 
concerned  in  the  reprefentation.  7  hey  have  indeed 
done  me  more  than  juP.ice.  Whatever  was  defigned  as 
amiable  and  engaging  in  Mafinijfa  fhines  out  in  Mr. 
Wilks^  aclion.  Mrs.  Oldfield,  in  the  character  of  So- 
fhcnijba^  has  excelled  what,  even  in  the  fondnefs  of 
an  author,  I  could  either  wifh  or  imagine.  The  grsce, 
dignity,  and  happy  variety  of  her  aclion  have  been 
univerfallv  applauded,  and  are  trulv  admirable. 

PRO- 


PROLOGUE. 

By  a  FRIEND. 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Williams. 

pT/HE  N  Learning,  after  the  long  Gothic  night, 
Fair    c  er  the  wejiern  nvor/d,  renew 'd  its  lighty 
With  arts  artjing  Sophonifba  rofe  : 
The  tragic  tnufe,  returning,  wept  her  woes. 
With  her  th  Italian  J'cene  firft  learn  d  to  g/onv  ; 
And  the  firfi  Tears  for  her  were  taught  tofiow. 
Her  charms  the  Gallic  mujes  next  infpir  d ; 
Corneille  himfelf  faw,  wonder*  d^  and  was  fir'd. 

What  foreign  theatres  with  pride  have  Jbewn, 
Britain,  by  jujhr  title,  makes  her  czvn. 
H  hen  Freedom  is  the  caufi,  "tis  hers  to  fight ; 
And  hers,  ivhen  Freedom  is  the  theme,  to  write. 
For  this  a  Britifh  Author  bids  again 
The  heroine  rife,  to  grace  the  Britifh  fcene. 
Here,  as  in  life,  fin  breathes  her  genuine  fimne  : 
the  ojks  whet  bofom  has  not  felt  the  fame  > 
Afiis  of  the  Britifh  Youth-  Is  file  nee  there? 
She  daret  to  afi  it  rf  the  Britifh  Fair. 

To  night,  cur  beme-ffun  author  would  be  true. 
At  once,  to  nature,  hifiory,  and  you. 
W  ell- picas' d  to  give  our  neighbours  due  applaufe, 
He  owns  thtir  learning,  but  difdains  their  laws. 
Not  to  his  patient  touch,  cr  happy  fame, 
1 is  to  his  britifh  heart  he  tru/is  for  fatm. 
If  France  excel  him  in  one  free-born  thought, 
7  he  man,  as  nvell  as  poet ,  is  in  fault. 

Nature  !  informer  of  the  poet's  art, 
Whofe  force  alone  can  raife  or  melt  the  heart, 
1  h' u  art  his  guide-,  each  pajfion,  every  line, 
Whatever  he  draws  to  pleafe,  mufi  all  be  thine. 
Be  thou  his  judge :  in  eve>y  candid  breafi, 
Thy  filent  whtjper  is  the  facred  tefi, 
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Ma  s  i  n  ns  a  ,  Ki n  g  cf  Majfylia, 
Syphax,  Kin  g  of  Mafafylia^ 
Narva,  Friend :  to  Majinijfa, 
Scjpio,  the  Roman  General, 
LaLiui,  his  Lieutenant,. 


Mr.  Wilks. 
Mr.  Mills. 
Mr  .Roberts. 
Mr.  Williams. 
Mr,  Bridgwattr* 


Sopkonjsba, 
pHOtMssA,  her  Friend, 


Mrs.  Olajield. 
Mrs.  Roberts. 


MeiTenger,  Slave,  Guards,  and  Attendants, 


SCENE, 
The  Palace  of  CIRTHJ. 


SOPHONISBA, 


TRAGEDY. 

A  C  T    I.      S  C  E  N  E    L 

SOPHONISBA,    PhOENISSA. 

SoPHONISB*. 

THIS  hour,  Pboenijfa,  this  important  hour, 
Or  fixes  me  a  queen,  or  from  a  throne 
Throws  Sophonijba  into  Roman  chains. 
Detefted  thought !  For  now  his  utmoft  force 
Cclle&ed,  defperate,  diftrefs'd,  and  fore 
From  battles  loft  ;  with  all  the  rage  of  war, 
Ill-fated  Sypbax  his  lafl:  effort  makes. 

But  fay,  thou  partner  of  my  hopes  and  fears, 
PbctniJJa,  fay  ;  while  from  the  lofty  tower, 

B  s  Oar 


io  SOPHONISBA. 

Our  draining  eyes  the  field  of  battle  fought,' 
Ah,  thought  you  not  that  our  Numidian  troops 
Gave  up  the  bloody  field,  and  fcattering  fled, 
Wild  o'er  the  hills,  from  the  rapacious  fons 
Of  flill  triumphant  Rome? 

Phoenissa. 

Perhaps  they  wheePd, 
As  is  their. cuftom,  to  return  more  fierce. 
Biftruft  not  Fortune,  while  you  yet  may  hope  j 
And  think  not,  Madam,  Syphax  can  refign, 
But  with  his  ebbing  life,  in  this  laft  field, 
At  once  a  kingdom,  and  a  queen  he  loves 
Beyond  ambition's  brighteft  wifh  ;  for  whom, 
Nor  xnov'd  by  threats,  nor  bound  by  plighted  faith, 
He  fcorn'd  the  Roman  friendfhip  (that  fair  name 
For  flavery)  and  from  th'  engagements  broke 
Of  ScJpio,  fam'd  for  every  winning  art, 
The  towering  Genius  of  recovered  Rome. 
Sop  hon"  i  sb  a. 
Oh  name  him  not !  Thefe  Remans  Mir  my  blood 
To. too  much  rage.     I  cannot  bear  the  fortune 
Of  that  proud  people — Said  you  not,  PbceniJJat 
That  Syphax  lov'd  me  ;  which  would  fire  his  foul, 
And  urge  him  on  to  death  or  conqueft  ?  True, 
He  loves  me  with  the  madnefs  of  deiire ; 
His  every  pafiion  is  a  flave  to  love  ; 
Nor  heeds  he  danger  where  I  bid  him  go, 
Nor  leagues,  nor  interefl.    Hence  thefe  endlefs  wars, 
Thefe  ravag'd  countries,  thefe  fuccefslefs  fights, 

Suftain'd 


SOPHONISBA.  it 

Suftain'd  for  Carthage ;  whofe  defence  alone, 
Not  love,  engag'd  mv  marriage- vows  with  his. 
But  know  you  not,  that  in  the  Roman  camp 
I  have  a  lover  too  ;  a  gallant,  brave, 
And  difappointed  lover,  full  of  wrath, 
Returning  to  a  kingdom,  whence  the  fword 
Of  Sypbax  drove  him  ? 

Phofnissa. 
Mafinijfa  } 

SOPHONISBA. 

He: 

Young  Majinijfay  the  Majjylian  king, 
The  firft  addrefier  of  my  youth  ;  for  whom 
My  bofom  felt  a  fond  beginning  wifh, 
ExtinguiftYd  foon,  when  once  by  Sapio's  arts 
Won  over,  he  became  the  flave  of  Rome. 
E'er  fince.  my  heart  has  held  him  in  contempt ; 
And  thrown  out  each  idea  of  his  worth, 
That  there  began  to  grow  :  nay  had  it  been 
As  much  enthrall'd,  and  foft,  as  hers  who  fits 
In  fecret  (hades,  or  by  the  falling  ftream, 
And  waftes  her  being  in  unutter'd  pangs, 
I  would  have  broke,  or  cur'd  it  of  its  fondnefs. 

Phoenissa. 
Heroic  Sophonijla  I 

SOPHONISBA. 

No,   Phani£a\ 
It  is  not  for  the  daughter  of  great  Afdrulal> 
Defcendcd  from  a  long  illuftrious  line 
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i2  SOPHONISBA. 

Cf  Carthaginian  heroes,  who  have  oft 
Fill'd  Italy  with  terror  and  difmay, 
And  fhook  the  walls  of  Rcme,  to  pine  in  love, 
Like  a  deluded  maid  ;  to  give  her  life, 
And  heart  high- beating  in  her  country's  caufe, 
To  mean  domeilic  cares,  and  idle  joys, 
Much  lefs  to  one  who  ftoops  his  neck  to  Rome, 
An  enemy  to  Carthage,  MafeniJJa. 

Phoenissa. 
Think  not  I  mean  to  check  that  glorious  flame, 
That  juft  ambition  which  exalts  your  foul,    . 
Glows  on  your  cheek,  and  lightens  in  your  eye. 
Yet  would  he  had  been  yours,  this  rifing  prince  ! 
For,  truft  me,  Fame  is  fond  of  Majinijja. 
His  courage,  conduct,  deep-experienc'd  youth, 
And  vaft  unbroken  fpirit  in  diftrefs, 
Still  rifing  ftronger  from  the  lafl  defeat, 
Are  all  the  talk  and  terror  too  of  dfric. 

Who  has  not  heard  the  ftory  of  his  woes  ? 
How  hard  he  came  to  his  paternal  realm  : 
Whence  foon  by  Syphax"  unrelenting  hate, 
And  jealous  Cdrthage  driven,  he  with  a  few 
I  led  to  the  mountains.     Then,  I  think,  it  was, 
Hemm'd  in  a  circle  of  impending  rocks, 
That  all  his  followers  fell,  fave  fifty  horfe  ; 
Who,  thence  efcapM  thro'  fecret  paths  abrupt, 
Gain'd  the  Clupean  plain.     There  overtook, 
And  urg'd  by  fierce  furrounding  foes,  .he  burfi; 
With  four  alone,  fore  wounded,  thro'  their  ranks, 
7  And 
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And  all  amidft  a  deep-fwoln  torrent  plung'd. 
Seiz'd  with  the  whirling  gulph,  two  funk;  and  two, 
With  him  obliquely  hurried  down  the  ftream, 
Swam  to  the  farther  more.     Th'  aftonifh'd  foes 
Stood  check'd  and  fhivering  en  the  gloomy  brink, 
And  deem'd  him  loft  in  the  devouring  flood. 
Mean  time  the  dauntlefs,  undefpairing  youth 
Lay  in  a  cave  conceal'd  ;  curing  his  wounds 
With  mountain- herbs,  and  on  his  horfes  fed  : 
Nor  here,  even  at  the  lowed  ebb  of  life, 
Stoop'd  his  afpiring  mind.     What  need  I  fay, 
How  once  again  reftor'd,  and  once  again 
fc'xpell'd,  among  the  Garamantian  hills 
He  fince  has  wander'd  till  the  Roman  arm 
Reviv'd  his  caufe  ?  and  who  mall  reign  alone, 
Sypbax  or  he,  this  day  decides. 
Sophonisba. 

Enough. 
Thou  need'fl  not  blazon  thus  his  fame,  Pbaenijfa, 
Were  he  as  glorious  as  the  pride  of  woman 
Could  wifh,  in  all  her  wantonnefs  of  thought ; 
The  joy  of  human-kind  ;  wife,  valiant,  good  ; 
W  ith  every  praife,  with  every  laurel  crown'd  ; 
The  warrior's  wonder,  and  the  virgin's  figh  : 
Yet  this  would  cloud  him  o'er,  this  blemiirt  all, 
His  mean  fubmiffion  to  the  Roman  yoke  ; 
That,  falfe  to  Carthage,  Jfric,  and  himfelf, 
With  proftcr'd  hand  and  knee,  he  hither  led 
Thcfe  ravagers  of  earth. — But  while  we  talk, 

The 
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The  work  of  Fate  goes  on  ;  even  now  perhaps 
My  dying  country  bleeds  in  every  vein, 
And  the  proud  victor  thunders  at  our  gate. 


SCENE    II. 

Sophonisba,  Phoenissa,  and to  them  a  Messenger 
from  the  battle* 

Sophonisba. 
Ha!  Whence  art  thou?  Speak,  tho'  thy  bleeding 

wounds 
Might  well  excufe  thy  tongue. 

Messenger. 

Madam,  efcap'd 

From  yon  dire  field,  alas !  I  come 

Sophonisba. 

No  more. 
At  once  thy  meaning  flames  o'er  my  foul. 
Oh  all  my  vaniuYd  hopes  !  oh  fatal  chance 
Of  undifcerning  wart  And  is  all  loft  f 
An  univerfal  ruin  ? 

Messenger. 
Madam,  all. 
Of  all  our  numerous  hoft  fcarce  one  is  fayed. 

The  King 

Sophonisba. 
Ah  !  what  of  him  ? 

Mes* 


SOPHONISBA.  i 


o 


Messenger. 

His  fiery  ileed, 
By  MaJiniJJa,  the  MaJJylian  prince,  * 
Pierc  d,  threw  him  headlong  to  his  clullering  foes ; 
And  now  he  comes  in  chains. 

Sophonisba. 

O  worft  of  ills ! 
Abfolute  gods !  All  /fric  is  in  chains  \ 
The  weeping  world  in  chains  ! — Gh  is  there  not 
A  time,  a  righteous  time,  referv'd  in  fate, 
When  thefe  oppreflbrs  of  mankind  mall  feel 
The  miferies  they  give  ;  and  blindly  fight 
For  their  own  fetters  too? — The  conquering  troops, 
How  points  their  motion  ? 

Messenger. 

At  my  heels  they  came, 
Loud-fhouting,  dreadful  in  a  cloud  of  duit, 
By  Majinijfa  headed. 

Sophonisba. 
Hark  !  arriv'd. 
The  murmuring  cloud  rolls  frighted  to  the  palace. 

Thou  bleed'lt  to  death  poor  faithful  wretch,  away, 
And  drefs  thy  wounds,  if  life  be  worth  thy  care; 
Tho'  Rome,  methinks,  will  lofe  a  flave  in  thee. 
Would  Sopbonijba  were  as  near  the  verge 
Of  boundlefs,  and  immortal  liberty  ! 


SCENE 
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_      SCENE    III. 

SOPHOMSBA,    PHOENISSA. 

[After  a  paufe.~\ 

SOPHONISBA. 

And  wherefore  not  ?  When  liberty  is  loir, 

Let  abject,  cowards  live  :  but  in  the  brave 

It  were  a  treachery  to  themfelves,  enough 

To  merit  chains.     And  is  it  fit  for  me, 

Who  in  my  veins,  from  Afdrubal  deriv'd, 

Hold  Carthaginian  enmity  to  Rome  ; 

Who  fold  my  joylefs  youth  to  Sypbax*  arms, 

For  her  deflru&ion  ;  is  it  fit  for  me 

To  fit  in  feeble  grief,  and  trembling  wait 

Th'  approaching  victor's  rage  ?  referv'd  in  chains 

To  grace  his  triumph,  and  become  the  fcorn 

Of  every  Roman  dame — Gods !  how  my  foul 

Difdains  the  thought !   This,  this  fhall  fet  it  free. 

[Offers  to  Jlab  her/elf.'] 
Phoenissa. 
Hold,  Sopbonijba,  hold  !  my  friend  !  my  queen ! 
For  whom  alone  1  live  !  hold  your  ram.  hand, 
Nor  thro'  your  guardian  bofom  flab  your  country. 
This  is  our  laft  refort,  and  always  fure. 
The  gracious  gods  are  liberal  of  death ; 
To  that  laft  blefling  lend  a  thoufand  ways. 
Think  not  I'd  have  you  live  to  drag  a  chain, 

And 


SOPHONISBA.  17 

And  walk  the  triumph  of  infulting  Rome. 
No,  by  thefe  tears  of  loyalty  and  love  1 
Ere  I  beheld  fo  vile  a  fight,  this  hand 
Should  urge  the  faithful  ponyard  to  your  heart, 
And  glory  in  the  deed.     But,  while  hope  lives, 
Let  not  the  generous  die.     'Tis  late  before 
The  brave  defpair. 

Sophonisba. 

Thou  copy  of  my  foul ! 
And  now  my  friend  indeed  !  Shew  me  but  hope, 
One  glimpfe  of  hope,  and  I'll  renew  my  toils, 
Call  patience,  labour,  fortitude  again, 
The  vext  unjoyous  day,  and  fleeplefs  night ; 
Nor  fhrink  at  danger,  any  fhape  of  death, 
Shew  me  the  fmallefl:  hope  !  Alas,  Rhocnijfa, 
Too  fondly  confident !  Hope  lives  not  here, 
Fled  with  her  filler  Liberty  beyond 
The  Garamantian  hills,  to  fome  fleep  wild, 
Some  undifcover'd  country,  where  the  foot 
Of  Roman  cannot  come. 

Phoenissa. 

Yes,  there  (he  liv'd 
With  Mcfinljfa  wounded  and  forlorn, 
Amidit  the  ferpents  hifs,  and  tigers  yell.—* 

Sophon  isba. 
Why  nam'ft  thou  him  ? 

Phoenissa. 
Madam,  in  this  forgive 
My  forward  zeal ;  from  him  proceeds  our  hope. 

He 
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He  lov'd  you  once ;  nor  is  your  form  impair'd, 
Time  has  matur'd  it  into  ftronger  charms : 
Aik  his  protection  from  the  Roman  power, 
You  mull  prevail  ;  for  Sopbonijba  fure 
Prom  Majinijfa  cannot  afk  in  vain. 
Sopkoa'isea. 
Now,  by  the  prompting  Genius  of  my  country  ! 
1  thank  thee  for  the  thought.     True,  there  is  pain 
Even  in  defcending  thus  to  beg  protection 
From  that  degenerate  youth.     But,  oh  !  for  thee> 
My  finking  country,  and  again  to  gaul 
This  hated  Rome,  what  would  I  not  endure  ? 
It  mall  be  done,  Phcenijja  ;  tho'  difeuft 
JHold  back  my  ftruggling  heart,  it  mall  be  done. 

But  hark  :  they  come  ;  in  this  difordered  tumuk 
Jt  fits  not  Sopvomfia  to  be  feen. 
I'll  wait  a  calmer  hour. — Let  us  retire. 


SCENE    IV. 

Masinissa,   S  y  p  h  a  x  in  Chains,  Narva, 
Guards,  &c. 

Syphax. 
Is  there  no  dungeon  in  this  city,  dark, 
As  is  my  troubled  foul  ?  That  thus  I  am  brought 
To  my  own  palace,  to  thofe  rooms  of  tfate, 

Wont 
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Wont  in  another  manner  to  receive.me, 
With  other  figns  of  royalty  than  thefe. 

(looking  on  his  chains.) 
Masinissa. 

I  will  not  wound  thee,  nor  infult  thee,  Sypbax, 
With  a  recital  of  thy  tyrant  crimes. 
A  captive  here  I  fee  thee,  fallen  below 
My  mod  revengeful  will;  ;  and  all  the  rager 
The  noble  fury  that  this  morn  inflam'd  me, 
Is  funk  to  foft  compafiion.     In  the  field, 
The  perilous  front  of  war,  there  is  the  fcene 
Of  brave  revenge  ;  and  I  have  fought  thee  there* 
Keen  as  the  wounded  lion  feeks  his  foe. 
But  when  a  broken  enemy,  difarm'd* 
And  helplefs  lies  ;  a  falling  fword,  an  eye 
With  pity  flowing,  and  an  arm  as  weak 
As  infant  foftnefs,  then  becomes  the  brave# 

Believe  it,  Syphax,  my  relenting  foul 
Melts  at  thy  fate. 

Sythak. 

This,  this,  is  all  I  dreadr 
All  I  deteft,  this  infolence  refin'd, 
This  aftettation  of  fuperior  goodnefs. 
Pitied  by  thee! — Is  there  a  form  of  death, 
Of  torture,  and  ofinfamv  like  that? 
Ye  partial  gods,  to  what  have  you  debas'd  mc  ? 
I  feel  your  wprft  ;  why  mould  I  fear  you  more  t 
Hear  me,  vain  youth  '  take  notice — I  abhor 
Thy  mercy,  loath  it.— Ufe  me  like  a  Have  ; 

A* 
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As  I  would  thee,  (delicious  thought !)  vvert  thou 
Here  crouching  in  my  power. 

Masinissa. 

Outrageous  man  ! 
Thou  can'fr,  not  drive  me,  by  thy  bktereft,  rage, 
To  an  unmanly  deed  ;  not  all  thy  wrongs 
Can  force  my  patient  foul:  to  (lain  its  virtue. 

Syphax.. 
I  cannot  wrong  th%e.     When  wq  drive  the  f^  ear 
Into  the  monger's lieart,  t&c rum  the  ferpent ; 
Can  that  be  call'd  a  wrong  ?  'Tis  felf-  defence. 

Masimssa. 
I'm  loth  to  hurt  thee  more. — The  tyrant  works 
Too  fierce  already  in  thy  rankled  breafl. 
But  fmce  thou  feem'fl  to  rank  me  with  thy  felf, 
With  great  deftroyers,  with  perfidious  kings ; 
I  mult  reply  to  thy  licentious  tongue, 
Bid  thee  remember,  whofe  accurfed  fword 
Began  this  work  of  death  ;  who  broke  the  ties, 
The  holy  ties,  attefted  by  the  gods, 
Which  bind  the  nations  in  the  bond  of  peace  j 
Who  meanly  took  advantage  of  my  youth, 
UnfkilFd  in  arms,  unfettled  on  my  throne, 
And  drove  me  to  the  defart,  there  to  dwell 
Wifji  kinder  monfters  ;  who  my  cities  fack'd, 
IVly  country  pillag'd,  and  my  fubjecls  murder'd  y 
"Who  IHII  purfu'd  me  with  inveterate  hate, 
When  open  force  proved  vain,  with  ruffian  arts* 
The  villain's  dagger,  bafe  aflafli nation. 

And 
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And  for  no  reafon  all.     Brute  violence 
Alone  thy  plea. — What  the  leaft  provocation, 
Say,  canft  thou  but  pretend  ? 
Syphax. 

I  needed  none. 
Nature  has  in  my  being  fown  the  feeds 
Of  enmity  to  thine. — Nay  mark  me  this ; 
Couldft  thou  reftore  me  to  my  former  flate, 
Strike  off  thefe  chains,  give  me  my  crown  again  ; 
Yet  muft  I  Hill,  implacable  to  thee, 
Seek  eagerly  thy  death,  or  die  myfelf. 
Life  cannot  hold  us  both  !  —  Unequal  gods ! 
Who  love  to  difappoint  mankind,  and  take 
All  vengeance  to  yourfclves ;  why  to  the  point 
Of  my  long  flatter'd  vviflies  did  ye  lift  me; 
Then  fink  me  down  fo  low  ?  Juft  as  I  aim'd 
The  glorious  flroke  that  was  to  make  me  happy, 
Why  did  you  blaft  my  flrong-extended  arm  ? 
But  that  to  mock  us  is  your  cruel  fport  ? 
What  clfe  is  human  life  ? 

Masinissa. 

Thus  always  join'd 
With  an  inhuman  heart,   and  brutal  manners, 
Js  irreligion  to  the  ruling  gods  ; 
Whofe  fchemes  our  peeviili  ignorance  arraigns, 
Our  thoughtlefs  pride. — Thy  loll  condition,  ?ypbax, 
Js  nothing  to  the  tumult  of  thy  bread. 
There  lies  the  fling  of  evil,  jhcre  the  drop 
That  poifons  nature. — Ye  mylterious  powers  f 

Whofe 
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Whofe  ways  arc  ever-gracious,  ever-juft, 

As  ye  think  vvifeft,  beft,  difpofe  of  me  ; 

But,  whether  :hro'  your  gloomy  depths  I  wander, 

Or  on  your  mountains  walk  $  give  me  the  calm, 

The  fteady,  fmiling  foul  ;  where  wifdom  Iheds 

Eternal  funmine  and  eternal  peace. 

Then,  if  Misfortune  comes,  fhe  brings  along 

The  braveft  virtues.     And  fo  many  great 

Ulaftrious  fprits  have  convers'd  with  woe, 

Have  in  her  fchool  been  taught,  as  are  enough 

To  confecrate  diftiefs,  and  make  Ambition 

Even  wiih  the  Frown  beyond  the  Smile  of  Fortune. 

Syphax. 
Torture  and  racks !  T  his  is  the  common  trick 
Of  infolent  fuccefs,  unfuflenng  pride. 
This  prate  of  patience,  and  I  know  not  what. 
'Tis  all  a  lie,  impracticable  rant ; 
And  only  tends  to  make  me  fcorn  thee  more. 

But  why  this  talk  ?  In  mercy  fend  me  hence  ; 
Yet — ere  I  go — Oh  fave  me  from  diflra£tion  ! 
T  know,  hot  youth,  thou  burneft  for  my  queen  ; 
But  by  the  majefty  of  ruin'd  kings, 
And  that  commanding  glory  which  furrounds  her, 
1  charge  thee  touch  her  not ! 

Ma  si  nissa. 

No,  Syphax \  no. 
Thou  need'ft  not  charge  me.  That  were  mean  indeed, 
A  triumph  that  to  thet\     But  could  I  ftoop 
A^ain  to  love  her  ;  Thou,  what  right  haft  thou, 

5  A  cap- 
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A  captive,  to  her  bed  ?  Thy  bonds  divorce 
And  free  her  from  thy  power.     All  laws  in  this, 
Roman  and  Carthaginian,  all  agree. 

Syphax. 
Here,  here,  begins  the  bitternefs  of  ruin, 
Here  my  chains  grind  me  firit ! 
Masinissa. 

Poor  Sopbonijha  ! 
She  too  becomes  the  prize  of  conquering  Rome.% 
What  mod  her  heart  abhors.     Alas,  how  hard 
Will  flavery  fit  on  her  exalted  foul  ! 
She  never  will  endure  it,  fhe  will  die. 
For  not  a  Roman  burns  with  nobler  ardor, 
A  higher  fenfe  of  liberty  than  Ihe  ; 
And  tho*  (he  marry'd  thee,  her  only  ftain, 
Falfe  to  my  youth,  and  faithlefs  to  her  vows ; 
Yet  I  muft  own  it,  from  a  worthy  caufe, 
From  public  fpirit,  did  her  fault  proceed. 

Syphax. 
Mud  I  then  hear  her  praife  from  thee  ?  Confufion! 
Oh  !  for  a  lonely  dungeon  !  where  I  rather 
Would  talk  with  my  own  groans,  and  breathe  revenge, 
Than  in  the  manfions  of  the  blefs'd  with  thee. 
Hell !  Whither  muft  I  go  ? 

Masinissa. 

Unhappy  man  ! 
And  is  thy  breaft  determin'd  againft  peace, 
On  comfort  (hut  ? 

Syphax. 
On  all,  but  death,  from  thee. 

Ma  si- 
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Masinissa. 
Narva,  be  Sypkax  thy  peculiar  care ; 
And  ufe  him  weTl  with  tendernefs  and  honour, 
This  evening  Lalius,  and  to-morrow  Scipio, 
To  Cirtha  comes.     Then  let  the  Romans  take 
Their  prifoner. 

Syphax. 
There  mines  a  gleam  of  hope 
Acrofs  the  gloom — From  thee  deliver'd! — Eafe 
Breathes  in  that  thought— Lead  on — My  heart  grows 
lighter ! 

.SCENE    V. 

Masinissa. 
What  dreadful  havock  in  the  human  bread 
The  paflions  make,  when  unconnVd,  and  mad, 
They  burlt  unguided  by  the  mental  eye, 
The  light  of  reafon,  which  in  various  ways 
Points  them  to  good,  or  turns  them  back  from  ill  t 

O  fave  me  from  the  tumult  of  the  foul ! 
From  the  wild  beads  within  ! — For  circling  fands, 
When  the  fwift  whirlwind  whelms  them  o'er  the  lands; 
The  roaring  deeps  that  to  the  clouds  arife, 
While  through  the  dorm  the  darting  lightning  flies ; 
The  monder-brood  to  which  this  land  gives  birth, 
The  blazing  city,  and  the  gaping  earth  ; 
All  deaths,  all  tortures,  in  one  pang  combin'd, 
Are  gentle  to  the  temped  of  the  mind. 
The  End  of  the  Firji  A$, 

ACT 
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ACT     II.     SCENE     I. 

Masinissa,  Narva. 

Masinissa. 

THOU  good  old  man,  by  whom  my  youth 
was  form'd, 
The  firm  companion  of  my  various  life, 
I  own,  'tis  true,  that  Sophonifiah  image     • 
Lives  in  my  bofom  Hill ;  and  at  each  glance 
I  take  in  fecret  of  the  bright  idea, 
A  itrange  diforder  feizes  on  my  foul, 
Which  burns  with  ftronger  glory.     Need  I  fay, 
How  once  me  had  my  vows  ?  Till  Scipio  came, 
Refiftlefs  man  !  like  a  defcending  God, 
And  fnatch'd  me  from  the  Carthaginian  fide 
To  nobler  Rome ;  beneath  whofe  laurel'd  brow, 
And  fav'ring  eye,  the  nations  grow  polite, 
Humane  and  happy,     Then  thou  may'ft  remember* 
Such  is  this  woman's  high  impetuous  fpirit, 
That  all-controuling  love  fhe  bears  her  country, 
Her  Carthage ;   that  for  this  ihc  facrifk'd 
To  Syphax,  unbclovd,  her  blooming  years. 
And  won  him  off  from  Rome. 
Narva. 

My  generous  prince ! 
Vol.  III.  C  Applauding 
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Applauding  ffric  of  thy  choice  approves. 
Fame  claps  her  wings,  and  virtue  fmiles  on  thee, 
Of  peace  thon  foftner,  and  thou  foul  of  war  ! 
But  oh  beware  of  that  fair  foe  to  glory, 
Woman  !  and  moft  of  Carthaginian  woman  ! 
Who  has  not  heard  of  fatal  Punic  guile  ? 
Of  their  ftoln  conquefts  ?  their  infidious  leagues  ? 
Their  Afdrubals  ?  their  Hannibals  ?  with  all 
Their  wily  heroes  ?  And,  if  fuch  their  men, 
What  mull  their  women  be  ? 

Masinissa, 

You  make  me  fmile. 
I  thank  thy  honefl  zeal.     But  never  dread 
The  firmnefs  of  my  heart,  the  flrong  attachment, 
]  hold  to  Rome,  to  Scipio,  and  to  Glory. 
Indeed,  I  cannot,  would  not  quite  forget 
The  grace  of  Scpbonijba ;  how  (he  look'd, 
And  talk'd,  and  mov'd,  a  Pallas,  or  a  Juno  I 
Accomplifh'd  even  in  trifles,  when  me  itoop'd 
From  higher  thoughts,  and  with  a  foften'd  eye 
Cave  her  quick  fpirit  into  gayer  life. 
Then  every  word  was  livelinefs,  and  wit  ; 
We  heard  the  Mufes'  fong ;  and  the  dance  fwam 
Thro'  all  the  maze  of  harmony.     Believe  me 
I  do  not  flatter  ;  yet  my  panting  foul 
To  Scipio's  friendlhip,  to  the  fair  purfuit 
Of  fame,  and  for  my  people's  happinefs, 
Refign'd  this  Sopbonijba  ;  and  tho'  now 
Cunftrain'd  by  fweet  neeeflity  to  fee  her, 

7  A  cap- 
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A  captive  in  my  power,  yet  will  I  Hill 
Refign  her. 

Narva. 
I'll  not  doubt  thy  fortitude, 
My  Mafinijfa,  thy  exalted  purpofe 
Not  to  be  loft  in  love  ;  but  ah  !  we  know  not, 
Oft,  till  experience  fighs  it  to  the  foul, 
The  boundlefs  witchcraft  of  enfnaring  woman, 
And  our  own  flippery  hearts.     From  Scipio  learn 
The  temperance  of  heroes'.     I'll  recount 
Th'  inftruclive  ftory,  what  thefe  eyes  beheld  ; 
Perhaps  you've  heard  it ;  but  'tis  pleafing  ftiil, 
Tho'  told  a  thoufand  times. 

Masinissa. 

I  burn  to  hear  it. 
Loft  by  my  late  misfortunes  in  the  defart, 
1  liv'd  a  ftranger  to  the  voice  of  Fame, 
To  Scipio's  laft  exploits.     Indulge  me  now.. 
Great  actions,  even  recounted,  raife  the  mind  ; 
But  when  a  friend  has  done  them,  then,  my  Narva, 
They  doubly  charm  U3 ;  then  with  more  than  wonder, 
.;i  with  a  fort  of  vanity  we  liften. 

Narva. 
.fn  to  his  glorious,  firft  efTay  in  war, 
w  Carthage  fell  ;   there  all  the  flower  of  Spain 
re  kept  in  hofbgc  ;  a  full  field  prcfenting 
For  Seipio's  generofity  to  fliine. 

And  then  it  was,  that  when  the  hero  heard 
>w  I  to  thee  belong'd,  he  with  large  gifts, 

»C  2  And 


28  SOPHONISBA. 

And  friendly  words  difmifs'd  me. 
Masinissa. 

I  remember. 
And  in  his  favour  That  engag'4  me  firft. 
But  to  thy  flory. 

Narva. 
What  with  admiration 
Struck  every  heart  was  this — A  noble  virgin, 
Confpicuous  far  o?er  all  the  captive  dames, 
Was  mark'd  the  general's  prize.     She  wept,  and 

bluhYd, 
Young,  frefh,  and  blooming  like  the  mom.    An  eye, 
As  when  the  blue  fky  trembles  through  a  cloud 
Of  purefl  white.     A  fecret  charm  combin'd 
Her  features,  and  infus'd  enchantment  thro*  them. 
Her  fhape  was  harmony. — But  eloquence 
Beneath  her  beauty  fails :  which  feem'd  on  purpofe, 
By  Nature  lavinYd  on  her,  that  mankind 
Might  fee  the  virtue  of  a  hero  tried 
Almoft  beyond  the  ftretch  of  human  force. 
Soft  as  me  pafs'd  along,  with  downcaft  eyes, 
Where  gentle  forrow  fwelPd,  and  now  and  then 
Dropt  o'er  her  modeft  cheek  a  trickling  tear, 
The  Roman  legions  languinYd ;  and  hard  war 
Felt  more  than  pity.     Even  their  chief  himfelf, 
As  on  rfls  high  tribunal  rais'd  he  fat, 
Turn'd  from  the  dangerous  light,  and  chiding  aft'd 
His  officers,  if  by  this  gift  they  meant 
To  cloud  his  glory  in  its  very  dawn. 

Masi- 
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Masinissa. 
Oh  Gods!  my  fluttering  heart!  On,  flop  not,  Narva, 

Narva. 
She,  queftion'd  of  her  birth,  in  trembling  accents, 
With  tears  and  blufhes  broken,  told  her  tale. 
But  when  he  found  her  royally  defcended, 
Of  her  old  captive  parents  the  fole  joy  ; 
And  that  a  haplefs  Celtiberian  prince, 
Her  lover  and  belov'd,  forgot  his  chains, 
His  loft  dominions,  and  for  her  alone 
Wept  out  his  tender  foul ;  fudden  the  heart 
Of  this  young,  conquering,  loving,  godlike  Roman, 
Felt  all  the  great  divinity  of  virtue. 
His  wifhing  youth  flood  check'd,  hi*  tempting  power, 
Reflrain'd  by  kind  humanity. — At  once 
He  for  her  parents  and  her  lover  call'd. 
The  various  fcene  imagine  :  how  his  troops 
Look'd  dubious  on,,  and  wonder'd  what  he  meant ; 
While  ftretch'd  below  the  trembling  fuppliants  lay, 
Rack'd  by  a  thoufand  mingling  paflions,  fear* 
Hope,  jealoufy,  difdain,  fubmiffion,  grief, 
Anxiety,  and  love  in  every  fhape. 
To  thefc  as  different  fentiments  fucceeded, 
As  mixt  emotions,  when  the  man  divine 
Thus  the  dread  filence  to  the  lover  broke. 
"  We  both  are  young,   both  charm'd.     The  right 

of  war 
c<  lias  put  thy  beauteous  miflrefs  in  my  power : 

C  3  "  With 
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"  With  whom  I  could  in  the  moft  facrcd  ties 

V  Live  out  a  happy  life  :  but  know  that  Rowans 

"  Their  hearts  as  well  as  enemies  can  conquer. 

"  Then  take  her  to  thy  foul  ;  and  with  her  take 

*'  Thy  liberty  and  kingdom.     In  return 

"  I  afk  but  this.     When  you  behold  thefe  eyes, 

41  Thefe  charms,  with  tranfport;  be afriend  toRcme." 

Masinist-a. 
There  fpoke  the  foul  of  Scipio— But  the  Lovers  ? 

Narva. 
Joy  and  ecftatic  wonder  held  them  mute; 
While  the  loud  camp,  and  all  the  clurVring  crowd, 
That  hung  around,  rang  with  repeated  fhouts. 
Eame  took  th'  alarm,  and  thro'  refounding  Spain 
Blew  fait  the  fair  report ;  which,  more  than  arms* 
Admiring  nations  to  the  Remans  gain'd. 

Masimssa. 
My  friend  in  glory  !  thy  awaken'd  prince 
Springs  at  thy  noble  tale.     It  fires  my  foul, 
And  nerves  each  thought  anew  ;  apt  oft  perhaps, 
Too  much,  too  much,  to  flacken  into  love. 
But  now  the  foft  oppreffion  flies  ;  and  all 
My  mounting  powers  expand  to  deeds  like  thefe. 
Who,  who  would  live,  my  Narva, juft  to  breathe 
This  idle  air,  and  indolently  run, 
Day  after  day,  the  Hill-returning  round 
Of  life's  mean  offices,  and  fickly  joys ; 
But,  in  the  fervice  of  mankind,  to  be 
A  guardian  god  below— Still  to  employ 

^     The 
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The  mind's  brave  ardour  in  heroic  aims, 
Such  as  may  raife  us  o'er  the  groveling  herd, 
And  make  us  mine  for  ever,  1  hat  is  life. 
Bleed  every  vein  about  me  ;  every  nerve 
With  anguifh  tremble  ;  every  fincw  ake  ; 
The  third  time  may  I  lofe  my  crown ;  again 
Wander  the  falfe  inhofpitable  Syrts  ; 
If  to  reward  my  toils,  the  gods  will  grant  me 
To  mare  the  wreath  of  fame  on  Scipio\  brow. 

But  fee,  Are  comes,  the  beauteous  Sopbonijba  I 
Behold,  my  friend,  mark  her  majeitic  port  L 


SCENE     IL.    - 

MasInissa,  Sophonisba,  Narva,  Phoenissa. 

sophon'issa. 
Behold,  victorious  prince  !  the  fcene  revers'd ; 
And  Sopbonijba  kneeling  here  ;  a  captive, 
O'er  whom  the  Gods,  thy  fortune,  and  thy  virtue, 
Give  thee  unqueilion'd  power  of  life  and  death. 
If  fuch  a  one  may  raife  her  fuppliant  voice, 
Once  mufic  to  thy  ear ;  if  (he  may  tonch 
Thy  knee,  thy  purple,  and  thy  viclor-hand; 
Oh  lilten,  Mafiniffa  !  Let  thy  foul 
lntenfely  lilten  !  while  I  fervent  pray, 
And  llrong  adjure  thee,  by  that  regal  ftate, 
Jn  which  with  equal  pomp  we  lately  (hone  ; 

C  4  By 
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By  the  Numidian  name,  our  common  boaft, 

And  by  thofe  houfehold  gods ;  who  may,  I  wifh, 

With  better  omens  take  thee  to  this  palace, 

Than  Sypkax  hence  they  fent.     As  is  thy  pleafure, 

In  all  befide  determine  of  my  fate. 

This,  this  alone  I  beg.     Never,  oh  never ! 

Into  the  cruel,  proud,  and  hated  power 

Of  Romans  let  me  fall.     Since  angry  Heaven 

Will  have  it  fo,  that  I  muft  be  a  Have, 

And  that  a  galling  chain  muft  bind  thefe  hands, 

It  were  fome  little  foftning  in  my  doom, 

To  call  a  kindred  fon  of  the  fame  clime, 

A  native  of  Numidia,  my  lord. 

But  if  thou  canft  not  fave  me  from  the  Roman/, 

If  this  fad  favour  be  beyond  thy  power ; 

At  leaft  to  give  me  death  is  what  thou  canft. 

Here  ftrike — my  naked  bofom  courts  thy  fword  ; 

And  my  laft  breath  fhall  blefs  thee,  Mafmijfa  ! 

Masinissa. 
Rife,  Sophonijba,  rife.     To  fee  thee  thus 
Is  a  revenge  I  fcorn ;  and  all  the  man 
Within  me,  though  much  injur'd  by  thy  pride, 
And  fpirit  too  tempeftuous  for  thy  fex, 
Yet  blufhes  to  behold  thus  at  my  feet, 
Thus  proftrate  low,  her,  for  whom  kings  have  kneel'd, 
The  faireft,  but  the  falfeft  of  her  fex. 

SOPHONISBA. 

Spare  thy  reproach. — 'Tis  cruel  thus  to  Iofe 
In  rankling  difcord,  and  ungenerous  ftrife, 

The 
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The  few  remaining  moments  that  divide  me 
From  the  moft  loath'd  of  evils,  Roman  bondage! 
Yes,  fhut  thy  heart  againft  me  ;  fhut  thy  heart 
Againft  compaffion,  every  human  thought, 
Even  recollected  love :  yet  know,  rafh  youth  ! 
That  when  thou  feeft  me  fwell  their  lofty  triumph,. 
Thou  feeft  thyfelf  in  me.     This  is  my  day  ; 
To-morrow  will  be  thine.     But  here,  be  fure* 
Here  will  I  lie  on  this  vile  earth,  forlorn, 
Of  hope  abandon'd,  fince  defpis'd  by  thee  ; 
Thefe  locks  all  loofe  and  fordid  in  the  duft  j 
This  fullied  bofom  growing  to  the  ground, 
Till  the  remorfelefs  foldier  comes,  more  fierce 
From  recent  blood,  and  in  thy  very  eye,. 
Lays  raging  his  rude  fanguinary  grafp 
On  thefe  weak  limbs ;  and  tortures  them  with  chain** 
Then  if  no  friendly  fleel,  no  ne&ar'd  draught 
Of  deadly  poifon,  can  enlarge  my  foul ; 
It  will  indignant  burft  from  a  flave's  body  ; 
And,  join'd  to  mighty  Dido,  fcorn  ye  all% 

Masinissa. 
Oh  Sopbonijba  I  'tis  not  fafe  to  hear  thee  $, 
And  I  miitook  my  heart,  to  trufl  it  thus. 
Hence  let  me  fly. 

Sophonisba*. 

You  mall  not,  Mafinijfa  t 
Here  will  I  hold  you,  tremble  here  for  ever  ; 
Here  unremitting  grow,  till  you  confent. 
Andcanil  thou  think,  oh !  canft  thou  think  to  leave mc, 
C  5,  Expos'd, 
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Expos'd,  defencelefs,  wretched,  here  alone, 
A  prey  to  Romans  flufh'd  with  blood  and  conqueu> 
The  fubjeft  of  their  fcorn  or  bafer  love  ? 
Sure  Mafinijfa  cannot ;  and.  tho'  chang'd, 
Tho'  cold  as  that  averted  look  he  wears ; 
Sure  love  can  ne'er  in  generous  breafls  be  lofl 
To  that  degree,  as  not  from  ihame  and  outrage 
To  fave  what  once  they  lov'd. 

MASI  N  ISSA. 

Enchantment !  Madnefs ! 
What  would'ft  thou,  Sophonijba? — Oh  my  heart  f 
My  treacherous  heart ! 

Sophonisba. 

What  would  I,  MafiniJJa  f 
My  mean  requeft  fits  blufhing  on  my  cheek. 
To  be  thy  nave,  young  prince,  is  what  I  beg  ; 
"Here  Sophonijba  kneels  to  be  thy  flave ; 
Yet  kneels  in  vain.     But  thou'rt  a  flave  thyfelf^ 
And  cand  not  from  the  Romans  fave  one  wOman  ; 
Her,  who  was  once  the  triumph  of  thy  foul ; 
l.rc  they  feduc'd  it  by  their  lying  glory. 
Immortal  gods  !  and  am  I  fallen  fo  low  ? 
Scorn'd  by  a  lover  ?  by  the  man  whom  once 
My  heart,  alas !  too  much  inclin'd  to  love, 
Before  he  funk  into  the  flave  of  Rome  ? 
Nought  can  be  worth  this  bafenefs,  life  nor  empire 
I  loath  me  for  It — On  this  kinder  earth, 
Then  leave  me,  leave  me,  to  defpair  and  death ! 

Masinissa. 
J  cannot  bear  her  tears.— Rife,  quickly  rifer 

Jb 
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In  all  the  conquering  majefty  of  charms, 

0  Sophonijba,  rife  I  while  here  I  fvvear, 

By  the  tremendous  powers  that  rule  mankind !   . 

By  heaven  and  earth,  and  hell !  by  love  and  glory  ! 

The  Romans  fhall  not  hurt  you— Romans  cannot ; 

For  Rome  is  generous  as  the  gods  themfelves, 

And  honours,  not  infults,  a  generous  foe. 

Yet  fince  you  dread  them,  take  this  royal  hand, 

The  pledge  of  furety,  by  which  kings  are  bound  ;- 

By  which  I  hold  you  mine,  and  vow  to  treat  you, 

With  all  the  foftnefs  of  remember'd  love, 

All  that  can  foothe  thy  fate,  and  make  thee  happy. 

SOPHO*J1SBA. 

1  thank  thee,  Maftnijfa?  now  the  fame, 
The  fame  bright  youth,  exalted,  full  of  foul, 
With  whom  in  happier  days  I  us'd  to  pafs 
The  tender  hour ;  while,  dawning  fair  in  love, 
All  fcng  and  fweetnefs,  life  fet  joyous  out"; 
Ere  the  black  tempeft  of  ambition  rofe, 

And  drove  us  different  ways. — Thus  drefs'd  in  war, 
In  nodding  plumes,  o'ercalt  wiUi  fallen  thought, 
With  purpos'd  vengeance  dark,  I  knew  thee  not  y 
But  now  breaks  out  the  beauteous  fun  anew, 
The  gay  Numidian  fhincs,  who  warm'd  me  once, 
Whofe  love  was  glory. — Vain  ideas,  hence  ! 
— Long  fince,  my  heart,  to  nobler  pailions  known, 
Ha*  your  acquaintance  fcorn'd. 
Masinissa. 

v  h  !  while  you  talk, 
C  6  Enchanting 
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Enchanting  fair  one  !  my  deluded  thought 

Runs  back  to  days  of  love  j  when  fancy  dill 

Found  worlds  of  beauty,  ever  rifing  new 

To  the  transported  eye ;  when  flattering  hope 

Form'd  endlefs  profpetts  of  encreafing  blifs ; 

And  ftill  the  credulous  heart  believ'd  them  all, 

Even  more  than  love  could  promife. — But  the  fcenc 

Is  full  of  danger  for  a  youthful  eye  y 

I  muft  not,  dare  not,  will  not  look  that  way.. 

O  hide  it,  wifdom,  glory,  from  my  view  I 

Or  in  fweet  ruin  I  mall  fmk  again. 

Diftemper  clouds  thy  cheek  ;  thy  colour  goes* 
Retire,  and  from  the  troubles  of  the  day 
Repofe  thy  weary  foul,  worn  out  with  carer 
And  rough  unhappy  thought. 

Sophonisba. 
^ »  May  Mafinijfa 

Ne'er  want  the  goodnefs  he  has  fhewn  to  mc 


SCENE    lit 

Masinissa,  Narva> 

Masinissa, 
The  danger's  o'er,  I've  heard  the  Sirerfs  fong, 
Yet  ftill  to  virtue  hold  my  fteady  courfe. 
1  mark'd  thy  kind  concern,  thy  friendly  fears, 
And  own  them  juft  j  for  fhe  has  beauty,  Narva, 

Se 
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So  full,  fo  perfett,  with  fo  great  a  foul 
Inform'd,  fo  rais'd  with  animaring  fpirit, 
As  flrikes  like  lightning  from  the  hand  of 'Jo<vtt 
And  raifes  love  to  glory. 

NARVAr 

Ah,  my  Prince ! 
Too  true,  it  is  too  true  ;  her  fatal  charms 
Are  powerful,  and  to  Majinijfas  heart 
Know  but  too  well  the  way.     And  art  thou  furr, 
That  the  foft  poifon,  which  within  thy  veins 
Lay  unextinguim'd,  is  not  rous'd  anew, 
Is  not  this  moment  working  through  thy  foul? 
Doll  thou  not  love  I  Confefs. 

Masinissa. 

What  faid  my  friend 
Of  poifon  ?  love  ?  of  loving  Sopbonijba  f 
Yes,  I  admire  her,  wonder  at  her  beauty, 
And  he  who  does  not  is  as  dull  as  earth,. 
The  cold  unanimated  form  of  man, 
Ere  lighted  up  with  the  celeflial  fire. 
Where-e'er  fhe  goes  ftill  admiration  gazes, 
And  liftens  while  (he  talks.     Even  thou  thyfelf, 
Who  faw'fl  her  with  the  malice  of  a  friend, 
Ev'n  thou  thyfelf  admir'fl  her. — Doll  thou  not? 
Say,  fpeak  fincerely. 

Narva. 

She  has  charms  indeed  ; 
But  has  (he  charms  like  virtue  ?  Tho'  majeftic, 
Does  fhe  command  us  with  a  force  like  glory  ? 

Masi- 
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Masinissa. 
All  glory's  in  her  eye !  Perfection  thence 
Looks  from  its  throne ;  and  on  her  ample  brow 
Sits  majefty.     Her  features  glow  with  life, 
Warm  with  heroic  foul.     Her  mien  !  fhe  walks, 
As  when  a  towering  goddefs  treads  this  earth. 
But  when  her  language  flows;  when  fuch  a  mind 
Defcends  to  footh,  to  figh,  to  weep,  to  grafp 
The  tottering  knee  ;  oh  !  Narva,  Narva,  oh  ! 
Expreffion  here  is  dumb. 

Narva. 

Alas !  my  Lord, 
Is  this  the  talk  of  fober  admiration  ? 
Are  thefe  the  fallies  of  a  heart  at  eafe  ? 
Of  Scipio's  friend  ?  Is  this  thy  fleady  virtue  ! 

Masinissa. 
I  tell  thee  once  again,  too  cautious  man, 
That  when  a  woman  begs,  a  matchlefs  woman, 
A  woman  once  belov'd,  a  fallen  queen, 
A  Sophonijba  !  when  me  twines  her  charms 
Around  our  foul,  and  all  her  power  of  looks, 
Of  tears,  of  fighs,  of  fofrnefs,  plays  upon  us ; 
He's  more  or  Iefs  than  man  who  can  refill:  her. 
For  me,  my  Itedfafl  foul  approves,  nay  more, 
Exults  in  the  protection  it  has  promis'd. 
And  nought,  tho'  plighted  honour  did  not  bind  me, 
Should  make  the  virtuous  purpofe  of  my  heart; 
Nought,  by  th'  avenging  gods !  who  heard  my  vow, 
And  hear  me  now  again. 

Narva; 
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Narva. 

And  was  it  then 
For  this  you  conquer'd  ? 

Masinissa. 

Yes,  and  triumph  In  it. 
This  was  my  fondeft  wifh  ;  the  very  point, 
The  plume  of  glory,  the  delicious  prize 
Of  bleeding  years.     I  mufl  have  been  a  brute, 
A  greater  monfter  than  Rumidia  breeds, 
A  horror  to  myfelf ;  if  on  the  ground, 
Caft  vilely  from  me,  I  th'  illuflrious  fair 
Had  left  to  bondage,  bitternefs,  and  death. 
Nor  is  there  ought  in  war  worth  what  I  feeJ ; 
In  pomp  and  hollow  ftate,  like  the  fweet  fenfe 
Of  infelt  blifs  ;  which  the  reflection  gives  me, 
Of  faving  thus  fuch  excellence  and  beauty 
From  what  her  generous  foul  abhors  the  moll. 

Narva. 
My  friend  !  my  royal  lord  !  alas !  you  Hide, 
You  fink  from  virtue.     On  the  giddy  brink 
Of  fate  you  ftand. — One  ftep,  and  all  is  loll ! 

Mas  in  issa. 
No  more,  no  more  !  if  this  is  being  loft, 
And  rufhing  down  the  precipice  of  fate  ; 
Then  down  I  go,  far  far  beyond  the  reach 
Of  fcrupulous  dull  precaution. — Leave  me,  Narva, 
I  want  to  be  alone,  to  find  fome  fhade, 
Some  folitary  gloom  ;  there  to  (hake  off 
Thefe  harfh  tumultuous  cares  that  vex  my  life, 

This 
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This  fick  ambition  on  itfelf  recoiling  ; 

And  thereto  Men  to  the  gentle  voice, 

The  figh  of  peace,  fomething,  I  know  not  what, 

That  whifpers  tranfport  to  my  heart. — Farewel. 


SCENE    IV. 

Narva  alone. 

Struck,  and  he  knows  it  not.— So  when  the  fields 
Elate  in  heart,  the  warrior  fcorns  to  yield  ; 
The  ftreaming  blood  can  fcarce  convince  his  eyes 
Nor  will  he  feel  the  wound  by  which  he  dies. 


The  End  of  the  Second  AB. 
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ACT    III.     SCENE    I. 

Masinjssa  alone. 

IN  vain  I  wander  thro'  the  made  for  Peace  ; 
'Tis  with  the  calm  alone,  the  pure  of  heart. 
That  there  the  goddefs  talks — Bat  in  my  breaft 
Some  bufy  thought,  Tome  fecret  eating  pang, 
Still  relllefs  throbs,  on  Sophonijla  Hill 
Earneft,  intent,  devoted  all  to  her. 
What  may  this  mean  ?  'Tis  Love,  almighty  Love-I 
Returning  on  me  with  a  ftroriger  tide. 
Come  to  my  breaft,  thou  rofy-fmilirig  god ! 
Come  unconfin'd  !  bring  all  thy  joys  along,. 
All  thy  foft  cares,  and  mix  them  copious  here. 
Quick,  let  me  fly  to  her  ;  and  there  forget 
This  tedious  abfence,  war,  ambition,  noife, 
Friendfhip  itfelf,  the  vanity  of  fame, 
And  all  but  love,  for  love  is  more  than  all ! 


SCENE 
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SCENE    IL 

Masinissa,  Narva. 

Masinissa. 
Welcome  again,  my  friend— Come  nearer,  Nar-va 
Lend  me  thine  arm,  and  I  will  tell  thee  all. 
Unfold  my  fecret  heart,  whofe  every  pulfe 
With  Sophonijba  beats. — Nay,  hear  me  out 
Swift,  as  I  mus'd,  the  conflagration  fpread; 
At  once  too  ftrong,  too  general,  to  be  quencVcL 
I  love,  and  I  approve  it,,  doat  upon  her, 
Even  think  thefe  minutes  loft  I  talk  with  thee. 
Heavens !  what  emotions  have  poffefs'd  my  foul  L 
Snatch'd  by  a  moment  into  years  of  paflion. 

Narva. 
Ah,  Mafiniffa  ! 

Masinissa. 

Argue  not  againft  me. 
Talk  down  the  circling  winds  that  lift  the  defart ; 
And  when  by  lightning  fir'd  the  forefts  blaze, 
Talk  down  the  flame,  but  not  my  ftronger  love* 
I  have  for  love  a  thoufand  thoufand  reafons, 
Dear  to  the  heart,  and  potent  o'er  the  foul. 
My  every  thought,  reflection,  mem'ry,  all 
Are  a  perpetual  fpring  of  tendernefs  ; 
Oh,  Sopbonijha  /  1  am  wholly  thine. 

Narva. 
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Narva. 
Is  this  deceitful  day  then  come  to  nought, 
This  day,  that  fet  thee  on  a  double  throne  ? 
That  gave  thee  Syphax  chain'd,  thy  deadly  foe  ? 
With  perfect  conqueil  crown'd  thee,  perfect  glory  ?' 
Is  it  fo  foon  eclips'd  ?  and  does  yon  fun, 
Yon  fetting  fun,  who  this  fair  morning  faw  thee 
Ride  through  the  ranks  of  long  extended  war, 
As  radiant  as  himfelf ;  and  when  the  itorm 
Began,  beheld  thee  tread  the  rifmg  furge 
Of  battle  high,  and  drive  it  on  the  foe  ; 
Does  he  now,  bluming,  fee  thee  funk  fo  weak?. 
Caught  in  a  fmile  ?  the  captive  of  a  look  \ 
I  cannot  name  it  without  tears* 

Masinissa. 
Away ! 
I'm  fick  of  war,  of  the  deftroying  trade, 
Smooth'd  o'er,  and  gilded  with  the  name  of  gloryw 
Jn  vain  you  fpread  the  martial  field  to  me, 
My  happier  eyes  are  turn'd  another  way, 
Behold  it  not  ;  or,  if  they  do,  behold  it 
Shrunk  up,  far  cfF,  a  vifionary  fcene  ; 
As  to  the  waking  man  appears  the  dream.  * 

Narva, 
Or  rather  as  realities  appear, 
The  virtue,  pomp,  and  dignities  of  life, 
In  fick  diforder'd  dreams. 

Masinissa, 

Think  not  I  fcorn 
The  tafk  of  heroes,  when  oppreffion  rages, 

And 
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And  lawlefs  violence  confounds  the  world. 

Who  would  noc  bleed  with  tranfport  for  his  COURtrr, 

Tear  every  tender  paflion  from  his  heart, 

And  greatly  die  to  make  a  people  happy  ; 

Ought  not  to  tafle  of  happinefs  himfelf, 

And  is  low-foul'd  indeed — But  fure,  my  friend, 

There  is  a  time  for  love ;  or  life  were  vile, 

A  tedious  circle  of  unjoyoas  days 

With  fenfelefs  hurry  fill'd,  difkfteful,  wretched, 

Till  love  comes  fmiling  in,  and  brings  his  fweets, 

His  healing  fweets,  foft  cares,  tranfporting  joys, 

That  make  the  poor  account  of  life  compleat* 

Andjuftify  the  Gods. 

Narva, 

Miftaken  Prince, 
1  blame  not  love.    But— - 

Masinissa. 

Slander  not  my  paflion* 
IVe  fufFerM  thee  too  far. — Take  heed,  old  man,— 
Love  will  not  bear  an  accufation,  Narva* 

Narva. 
I'll  fpeak  the  truth,  when  truth  and  friendfhip  call,. 
Nor  fear  thy  frown  unkind. — Thou  hall  no  right 
To  Sophonijba  ;  fhe  belongs  to  Rome. 

Masinissa. 
Ha !  fhe  belongs  to  Rome. — 'Tis  true — My  thoughts, 
Where  have  you  wander'd,  not  to  think  of  this  ? 
Think  ere  I  promis'd  ?  ere  I  lov'd  ? — Confufion  ? 
I  know  not  what  to  fay — I  fhould  have  lov'd, 

ThoT 
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Tho'  Jove  in  muttering  thunder  had  forbid  it. 

But  Rome  will  not  refufe  fo  fmall  a  boon, 

Whofe  gifts  are  kingdoms ;  Rome  mull  grant  it  furc. 

One  captive  to  my  wifh,  one  poor  requeft. 

So  fmall  to  them,  but  oh  fo  dear  to  me ! 

In  this  my  heart  confides. 

Narva. 

Del u five  love ! 
Thro'  what  wild  projects  is  the  frantic  mind 
Beguil'dbythee? — Andthink'ft  thou  that  theRomans, 
The  fenators  of  Rome,  thefe  gods  on  earth, 
Wife,  Heady  to  the  right,  feverely  juft, 
All  uncorrupt,  and  like  eternal  Fate 
Not  to  be  mov'd,  will  liften  to  the  fjgh 
Of  idle  love  r  They  who  when  virtue  calls, 
Will  not  the  voice  itfelf  of  Nature  hear, 
But  bid  their  children  bleed  before  their  eyes  ; 
Will  they  regard  the  light  fantafiick  pangs 
Of  a  fond  heart  ?  and  with  thy  kingdom  give  thee 
Their  moll  inveterate  foe,  from  their  firm  fide, 
Like  Sypbaxt  to  delude  thee?  and  the  point 
Of  their  own  bounty  on  themfelves  to  turn  ? 
Thou  canft  not  hope  it  fure. — ImpofTible  1 

Masinissa. 
What  mail  I  do  ?  be  now  the  friend  exerted. 
For  love  and  honour  prefs  me  ;  love  and  honour, 
All  that  is  dear  and  excellent  in  life, 
All  that  or  foothes  the  man  or  lifts  the  heroe, 
Engage  my  foul. 

3  Narva. 
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Narva. 
Rafh  was  your  vow,  my  lord. 
I  know  not  what  to  counfel. — "When  you  vow'd, 
You  vow'd  what  was  not  in  your  power  to  grant ; 
And  therefore  'tis  not  binding. 
Masinissa. 
Never !  never ! 
Oh  never  will  I  falfify  that  vow ! 
Ere  then  deitruclion  feize  me !  Yes,  ye  Romans, 
If  it  be  fo,  there,  take  your  kingdoms  back, 
Your  friendship,  your  eiteem,  all,  all  but  her. 

Hold— Let  me  think  a  while — It  mall  be  fo  ? 
By  all  th1  infpiring  gods  that  prompt  my  thought 
This  very  night  fhall  folemnize  our  vows  ; 
And  the  next  joyous  fun,  that  vifits  Afric, 

See  Sophcnijba  feated  on  my  throne. 

Then  muft  they  fparemy  queen. --They  will  not,furely, 
They  will  not  dare  to  force  my  con  fort  from  me. 

Narva. 
And  is  it  poffible,  ye  gods  that  rule  us ! 
Can  Mafinijfa  in  his  pride  of  youth, 
In  his  meridian  glory  fhining  wide, 
The  light  of  Jfric,  can  the  friend  of  Scipio 
Take  a  falfe  woman  to  his  nuptial  bed, 
Who  fcorn'd  him  for  a  tyrant  old  and  cruel, 
His  rancorous  foe  ?   and  gave  her  untouched  bloom, 
Her  fpring  of  charms  to  Sypbax  ? 
Masinissa. 

Curs'd  remembrance ! 

This, 
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This,  this,  has  thrown  a  ferpent  to  my  heart; 

While  it  o'erflow'd  with  tendernefs,  with  joy, 

With  all  the  fweetnefs  of  exulting  love. 

Now  nought  but  gall  is  there,  and  burning  poifon. 

Yes,  it  was  fo  ! — Curfe  on  her  vain  ambition  •! 

What  had  her  meddling  fex  to  do  with  itates  ? 

Forfoolt  for  him,  juft  gods !  for  hateful  Sypbax, 

My  tender,  faithful  love  for  his  grofs  paflion  ! 

The  thought  is  hell  !— -Oh  I  had  treafur'd  up 

A  world  of  indignation,  years  of  fcorn  ; 

But  her  fad  fuppliant  witchcraft  footh'd  it  down. 

Where  is  fhe  now,  that  it  may  burfl  upon  her? 

Hafte,  bring  her  to  mc  ;  tho'  my  plighted  faith, 

Shall  fave  her  from  the  Romans,  yet  I'll  tell  her, 

That  I  will  never,  never  fee  her  more  ! 

Ha!  there  file  comes.— Pernicious  fair  one  '.—Leave  me. 


SCENE     III. 

SOPHONISBA,    MASINISSA. 

Sophonisb/*  . 
Forgive  this  quick  return.- — The  rage,  confufion, 
And  mingled  paflions  of  this  lucklcfs  day, 
Made  me  forget  another  warm  requeft 
1  had  to  beg  of  generous  Majinijfa  ; 
For  oh  to  whom,  fave  to  the  generous,  can 
The  mifcrable  fly  ?— But  much  diflurb'd 

You 
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You  look,  and  fcowl  upon  me  a  denial. 
Repentance  frowns  on  your  contracted  brow. 
Already,  weary  of  my  finking  fate, 
You  feem  to  droop  ;  and  for  unhappy  Syphax 
I  mall  implore  in  vain. 

Masinissa. 
For  Syphax?  vengeance ! 
And  canil  thou  mention  him  ?  Oh  grant  me  breath  f 

So  P  HON  1  SB  A. 

I  know,  young  prince,  how  deep  he  has  provok'd  thee; 
How  keen  he  fought  thy  youth  ;  thro'  what  a  fire 
Of  great  diftrefs,  from  which  you  come  the  brighter. 

On  mere  indifferent  objects,  common  bounty 
Will  mower  relief;  but  when  our  bittereft  foe 
Lies  funk,  difarm'd,  and  defolate,  then  !  then  ! 
To  feel  the  mercies  of  a  pitying  God, 
To  raife  him  from  the  dull,  and  that  befl:  way 
To  triumph  o'er  him,  is  heroic  goodnefs. 
Oh  let  unhappy  Syphax  touch  thy  heart, 
Victorious  Mcfenijfa  ! 

Masinissa. 

Monftrous  this ! 
Still  doth  thou  blaft  me  with  that  curfed  name ! 
The  very  name  thy  confeious  guilt  Ihould  Ihun. 

Had  he  but  driven  me  from  my  native  throne, 
From  regal  pomp  and  luxury,  to  dwell 
Among  the  foreft  beafts ;  to  bear  the  beam 
Of  red  Numidian  funs,  and  the  dank  dew 
Of  cold  unfhelter'd  nights ;  to  mix  with  wolves, 

Tfe 
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To  hunt  with  hungry  tigers  for  my  prey, 
And  thirft  with  Dipfads  on  the  burning  fand; 
I  could  have  thank'd  him  for  his  angry  ieflbn ; 
The  fair  occafion  that  his  rage  afforded 
Of  learning  patience,  fortitude,  and  hope, 
Still  rifmg  ilronger  on  incumbent  fate. 
But  there  is  one  unpardonable  outrage, 
That  fcorches  up  the  tear  in  Pity's  eye, 
And  even  fweet  Mercy's  felf  converts  to  gall. 
I  cannot— will  not  name  it — Down  my  heart, 
My  fwelling  heart ! 

SOPHONISBA. 

Ah  !  whence  this  fudden  tform, 
That  hurries  all  thy  foul  ? 

M  ,\  S I  K  I  SS  A  . 

And  doll  thou  afk  ? 
Afk  thy  own  faithlefs  heart,  fnatch'd  from  My  vows, 
From  the  warm  wifnes  of  my  fpringing  youth  J 
And  given  to  that  old  hated  monfter,  Sypbax! 
Perfidious  Sopbonifia  ! 

SoPHOKISBA. 

Nay,  no  more. 
With  too  much  truth  I  tan  return  thy  charge. 
Why  didit  thou  drive  me  to  that  cruel  choice  ? 
Why  leave  me,  with  my  country,  to  dcili  action  } 
Why  break  thy  love,  thy  faith,  and  join  the  AW; W 

Masinissa. 
By  Heavens !  the  Romans  were  my  better  genius, 
Sav'd  me  from  mame,  and  form'd  my  youth  to  glory . 
Vol.  111.  D  *  /„; 


SO  SOPHONISBA. 

But  for  the  Romans  I  had  been  a  favage, 
A  wretch  like  Bypbaxy  a  forgotten  thing, 
The  tool  of  Carthage, 

Sophonisea. 
Meddle  not  with  Carthage, 
Impatient  youth  ;   for  that  I  will  not  bear  ; 
Tho*  I  am  here  thy  Have,  1  will  not  bear  it. 
Not  one  bafe  word  of  Carthage — on  thy  foul ! 

Masinissa. 
How  vain  thy  phrenzy!  Go,  command  thy  flaves, 
Thy  fools,  thy  Syphaxes  ;  but  I  will  fpeak, 
Speak  loud  of  Carthage,  call  it  falfe,  ungenerous; 

The  Romans  are  the  light,  the  glory 

Sophonisba. 

Romans  ! 
Perdition  on  the  Romans  ! — on  their  friends, 
On  all  but  thee. — The  Romans  are  the  fcourge 
Of  the  vext  world,  deftroyers  of  mankind, 
And  all  beneath  the  fmooth  diffembling  mafk 
Of  juftice,  and  companion  ;  as  if  ilave 
Was  but  another  name  for  civiliz'd. 
Againft  her  tyrant  power,  each  generous  fword 
Of  every  nation  mould  be  drawn — While  Carthage 
Unblemilh'd  rifes  on  the  bafe  of  commerce, 
Founds  her  fair  empire  on  that  common  good, 
And  afks  of  Heaven  nought  but  the  winds  and  tide* 
To  carry  plenty,  letters,  fcience,  wealth, 
Civility,  and  grandeur*  round  the  world. 

M.HSN 
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Ma  SIN  J  33  *. 

No  more  compare  them  !  for  the  gods  themfelve* 
Declare  for  Rome. 

Sophoniss  A. 
It  was  not  always  fo. 
The  gods  declar'd  for  Hannibal ;  when  Italy 
Blaz'd  all  around  him,  all  her  ilreams  ran  blood; 
And  when  at  Trebia,  Tbrajymem,  and  Cannes, 
The  Carthaginian  fword  with  Roman  blood 
Was  drunk — Oh,  that  he  then,  on  that  dread  day, 
While  lifelefs  confirmation  blacken'd  Rom:, 
Had  raz'd  th'  accurfed  city  to  the  ground, 
And  fav'd  the  world  ! — When  will  it  come  again, 
A  day  fo  glorious,  and  fo  big  with  vengeance 
On  thofe  my  foul  abhors  ? 

Mas  in  (S3. \. 

Avert  it  Heaven ! 
The  Romans  not  enflave,  but  fave  the  world 
1   From  Carthaginian  rage— 

Sophomsba. 

I'll  bear  no  more! 
Nor  tendernefs,  nor  life,  nor  liberty, 
Nothing  (hall  make  me  bear  it. — Rather,  rather, 

Deteftcd  as  ye  are,  ye  Romans,  take  mc 

Oh,  pitying  take  me  to  ycur  nobler  chains, 
And  fave  me  from  this  abjedt  youth,  your  flave! 
—How  can'fl  thou  kill  me  thus  ?— 
Mahnissa. 

I  meant  it  not. 
D  2  I  only 
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I  only  meant  to  tell  thee,  "haughty  fair  one  ! 
How  this  alone  might  bind  me  to  the  Romans  ; 
That,  in  a  frail  and  Aiding  hour,  they  fnatch'd  me 
From  the  perdition  of  thy  love,  which  fell, 
Like'baleful  lightning,  where  I  moil  could  wifh, 
And  prov'd  deilru&ion  to  my  mortal  foe. 
Oh  pleafing  !  fortunate  ! 

Sophonisba. 

I  thank  them  too. 
By  Heavens !  for  once,  I  love  them  ;  fince  they  turn' 
My  better  thoughts  from  thee.  Thou— But  I  will  no 
Give  thee  the  name  thy  mean  fervility 
From  myjuftfcorn  deferves. 

Masinissa. 

Oh  freely  call  me 
By  every  name  thy  fury  can  infpire  ; 
Delight  me  with  thy  hate.— I  love  no  more — 

It  will  not  hurt  me,  Sophonijba. Love, 

Long  fmce  I  gave  it  to  the  paffing  winds, 

And  would  not  be  a  lover  for  the  world. 

A  lover  is  the  very  fool  of  Nature, 

Made  fick  by  his  own  wantonnefs  of  thought, 

His  fever  d  fancy  :  while,  to  your  own  charms 

Imputing  all,  you  fwell  with  boundlefs  pride. 

Shame  on  the  wretch!  he  mould  be  driven  from  men, 

To  live  with  Afian  flaves,  in  one  foft  herd, 

All  worthlefs,  all  ridiculous  together. 

For  me ;  this  moment,  here  i  mean  to  bid 
Farewd,  a  glad  farewel  to  love  and  thee. 

Sop ho- 
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SOPHONISB  A. 

With  all  my  foul,  far.ewel ! — Yet  ere  you  go ; 
Know  that  my  fpirit  burns  as  high  as  thine, 
As  high  to  glory,  and  as  low  to  love. 

Thy  promifes  are  void  ;  and  I  abfolve  thee, 
Here  in  the  prefence  of  the  liitning  gods. — 
Take  thy  repented  vows — To  proud  Cornelia 
I'd  rather  be  a  fiave,  to  Scipio's  mother, 
Than  queen  of  all  Numidia,  by  the  favour 
Of  him,  who  dares  infult  the  helplefs  thus, 

[rauj?»g. 

Still  doft  thou  flay  ?  behold  me  then  again, 
Hopelefs,  and  wild,  a  loft  abandon'd  flave. 
And  now  thy  brutal  purpofe  mull  be  gain'd. 
Away,  thou  cruel,  and  ungenerous,  go  t 

Masimssa.  . 
No,  not  for  worlds  would  I  refume  my  vow ! 
Difhonour  bjaft  me  then  !  all  kind  of  ills 
Fill  up  my  cup  of  bitternefs,  and  (hame ! 
When  I  refign  thee  to  triumphant  Rome, 

Oh  lean  not  thus  deje&cd  to  the  ground  \ 
The  fight  is  mifery. — What  roots  me  here  ? 

[Jfidi, 

Alas !  I  have  urg'd  my  foolifh  heart  too  far; 
And  love  deprcfs'd  recoils  with  greater  force. 
Oh  Sopbonijla  ! 

Sophokisba. 
By  thy  pride  me  dies. 
Inhuman  prince  ! 

D  3  Masu 
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Masinissa. 

Thine  is  the  tiiumph,  Love  ! 
By  heaven  and  earth  !  1  cannot  hold  it  more. 
Wretch  that  I  was,  to  cruih  th'  unhappy  thus ; 
The  faireft  too,  the  deareft  of  her  fex! 
For  whom  my  foul  could  die! — Turn,  quickly  turn* 
O  Sopbonijla  /  my  belov'd  !  my  glory  ! 
Turn  and  forgive  the  violence  of  love, 
Of  love  that  knows  no  bounds ! 

Sophonisba. 

.And  can  it  he  ? 

Can  that  foft  paflion  prove  fo  fierce  of  heart, 

As  on  the  tears  of  mifery,  the  fighs 

Of  death,  to  feaft  ?  to  torture  what  it  loves  ? 

Masinissa. 
Yes,  it  can  be,  thou  goddefs  of  my  foul! 
Whofe  each  emotion  is  but  varied  love, 
All  over  love,  its  powers,  its  paffions,  all : 
Its  anger,  indignation,  fury,  love  ; 
Its  pride,  difdain,  even  deteftation,  love ; 
And  when  it,  wild,  refolves  to  love  no  more, 
Then  is  the  triumph  of  exceffive  love. 

Didft  thou  not  mark  me  ?  mark  the  dubious  rage, 
That  tore  my  heart  with  anguifh  while  I  talk'd  i 
Thou  didft ;  and  mud  forgive  fo  kind  a  fault, 
What  would  thy  trembling  lips  ? 
Sophonisba. 

Oh  let  me  die. 
For  fuch  another  llorm,  fo  much  contempt 

Thrown 
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Thrown  out  on  Carthage,  fo  much  praifc  on  Romet 
Were  worfe  than  death.     Why  mould  I  longer  tire 
My  weary  fate  ?  The  moil;  relentlefs  Roman 
What  could  he  more  f 

Masinissa. 

Oh  Sopbonijba,  hear ! 
See  me  thy  fappliant  now.     Talk  not  of  death. 
I  have  no  life  but  thee.— Alas  !  alas  ! 
Hadfl  thou  a  little  tendernefs  for  me,. 
The  fmalleft  part  of  what  I  feel,  thou  wouldit— 
What  wouldit  thou  not  forgive?  But  how  indeed. 
How  can  I  hope  it  ?  Yet  I  from  this  moment 
Will  fo  devote  my  being  to  thy  pleafure, 
So  live  alone  to  gain  thee ;  that  thou  mull, 
If  there  is  human  nature  in  thy  breait, 
Feel  fome  relenting  warmth. 

SOPHONISBA. 

Well,  well,  'tis  pail. 
To  be  inexorable  fuits  not  Haves. 
Masinissa.  . 
Spare,  fpare  that  word  ;  it  (tabs  me  to  the  foul ; 
My  crown,  my  life,  and  liberty  are  thine. 

Oh  give  my  paflion  way  !  My  heart  is  full, 
Opprefs'd  by  love  ;  and  I  could  number  tears, 
With  all  the  dews  that  fprinkle  o'er  the  morn  ; 
Oh  !  thou  haft  melted  down  my  ilubborn  foul 
To  female  tendernefs — Enough,  enough, 
Have  we  been  cheated  by  the  trick  of  flate, 

D  4  For 
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For  Rome  and  Carthage  fuffer'd  much  too  long ; 
-And  led,  by  gaudy  fantorns,  wander'd  far, 
Far  from  our  blifs.     But  now  fince  met  again, 
Since  here  I  hold  thee,  circle  all  perfection, 
In  thefe  blefs'd  arms  ;  fince  Fate  too  prefles  hard, 
Since  Rome  and  flavery  drive  thee  to  the  brink; 
Let  this  immediate  night  exchange  our  vows, 
Secure  my  bills,  our  future  fortunes  blend, 
Set  thee,  the  queen  of  beauty,  on  my  throne, 
And  on  thefe  lovely  brows  for  empire  form'd 
Place  Afr'u\  nobleft  crown. — A  wretched  gift 
To  what  my  love  would  give  !     , 
Sophonisba. 

What  ?  marry  thee  ? 
This  night? 

Masinissa. 
Thou  dear  one  !  yes,  this  very  night 
Let  injur'd  Hymen  have  his  rights  reflor'd, 
And  bind  our  broken  vows. — Think,  ferious,  think  ? 
On  what  I  plead. — A  thoufand  reafons  urge.— ■ 
Captivity  diffolves  thy  former  marriage; 
And  if  the  meaner!  vulgar  thus  are  freed, 
Can  Scphonijha  to  a  flave,  to  Syphax, 
The  moft  exalted  of  her  fex,  be  bound  ? 
Befides  it  is  the  belt,  perhaps  fole  way, 
To  fave  thee  from  the  Romans  ;  and  muft  fure 
Bar  their  pretenfions  :  or  if  ruin  comes, 
To  perifh  with  thee  is  to  perifh  happy. 

Sopho- 
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SOPH0N.I3BA. 

Yet  mull  I  (till  infill 

M'ASINISSA. 

.It  (hall  be  Co. 
I  know  thy  purpofe  ;  it  would  plead  for  Syphax. 
He  {hall  have  all,  thou  dearefl !  ihall  have  all, 
Crowns,  trifles,  kingdoms,  all  again,  but  thee,. 
But  thee,  thou  more  than  all ! 

Sophonisba* 

[Afide. 
Bear  witnefs,  Heaven ; 
This  is  alone  for  Carthage. 

[To  him* 
GainM  by  goodnefs 
I  may  be  thine.     Expect  no  love,  no  fighing. 
Perhaps,  hereafter,  I  may  learn  again 
To  hold  thee  dear.     If  on  thefe  terms  thou  canft, 
Here  take  mej  take  me,  to  thy  wifhes. 
Masinissa* 

Yes, 
Yes,  Sophonijba  !  as  a  wretch  takes  life 
From  off  the  rack. — All  wild  with  frantic  joy, 
Thus  hold  thee,  prefs  thee,  to  my  bounding  heart; 
And  blefs  the  bounteous  Gods. — Can  Heaven  give 

more? 
Oh  happy  !  happy  !  happy  ! — Come,  my  fair, 
"J  fell  ready  minute  fees  thy  will  perform'd ; 
Frpon  Syphax  knocks  his  chains ;  and  1  myfelf,, 
Even  in  his  favour,  will  rcquelt  the  Romans. 

D  s  Oh, 
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Oh,  thou  haft  fmil'd  my  pafHons  into  peace  I 
So,  while  conflicting  winds  embroil'd  the  feas, 
In  perfect  bloom,  warm  with  immortal  blood, 
Young  Venus  rear'd  her  o'er  the  raging  flood ; 
She  fmil'd  around,  like  thine  her  beauties  glow'd ; 
When  fmooth,  in  gentle  (Wells,  the  (urges  flowed; 
Sunk,  by  degrees,  into  a  liquid  plain  ; 
And  one  bright  calm  fat  trembling  on  the  main. 


The  End  of  the  Third  Am 
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ACT    IV.     S  C  E  N  E    t 

SOPHONISBA,    PHOENISSA„ 

Phoenissa. 

HAIL  queen  of  Mafafylia  once  again 
And  fair  MaJJylia  join'd  !  This  rifing  day- 
Saw  Sopbonijba,  from  the  height  of  life, 
Thrown  to  the  very  brink  of  flavery  ; 
State,  honours,  armies  vanifh'd  ;  nothing  left 
But  her  own  great  unconquerable  mind. 
And  yet,  ere  evening  comes,  to  larger  power 
Reftor'd  I  fee  my  royal  friend,  and  knee! 
In  grateful  homage  to  the  Gods,  and  her. 

Ye  Powers,  what  awful  changes  often  mark. 
The  fortunes  of  the  great ! 

SOFHONIVBA. 

PhaniJJa,  true  ;: 
'Tis  awful  all,  the  wonderous  work  of  Fate. 
But,  ah,  this  fudden  marriage  damps  my  foul  V 
I  like  it  not,  that  wild  precipitance 
C  f  youth,  that  ardor,  that  impetuous  ftream 
In  which  his  love  return'd.     At  firft,  my  friend; 

D  6  H* 
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He  vainly  rag'd  with  difappointed  love  ; 

'And,  as  the  hafty  florm  fubfided,  then 
To  foftnefs  varied,  to  returning  fondnefs, 
To  iighs,  to  tears,  to  fupplicating  vows  ; 
But  all  his  vows  were  idle,  till  at  laft 
He  fhook  my  heart  by  Rome, — To  be  his  queen 
Could  only  fave  me  from  their  horrid  power. 

^And  there  is  madnefs  in  that  thought,  enough 
In  that  ftrong  thought  alone  to  make  me  run 
From  nature. 

Phoenissa. 
Was  it  not  aufpicious,  Madam  ? 
Juft  as  we  hop'd  ?  juft  as  our  wifhes  plann'd  ? 
Nor  let  your  fpirit  fink.     Your  ferious  hours, 
When  you  behold  the  Roman  ravage  check'd, 
From  their  enchantment  Mapniffa  freed, 
And  Carthage  miftrefs  of  the  world  again, 
This  marriage  will  approve  :  then  will  it  rife 
In  all  its  glory,  virtuous,  wife  and  great, 
While  happy  nations,  then  deliver'd,  join 
Their  loud  acclaim.     And,  had  the  blefs'd  occafion 
Neglecled  flown,  where  now  had  been  your  hopes? 
Your  liberty  ?  your  country  ?  where  your  all? 
Think  well  of  this  ;  you  cannot  but  exult 
In  what  is  done. 

Sophon  ISBA. 
So  may  my  hopes  fucceed, 
As  love  alone  to  Carthage,  to  the  public, 
Led  me  a  marriage- vidim  to  the  temple, 

4  And 
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And  juftifies  my  vows  !— Ha  '   Sypbax  here  ! 
What  would  his  rage  with  me  ;  Pbeznifa,  Hay. 
But  this  one  trial  more— Heroic  truth, 
Support  me  now  ! 


SCENE    II. 

Syphax,  Sophonisba,  Phoenissa> 

Syphax. 
You  feem  to  fly  me,  Madam, 
To  fhun  my  gratulations.-— Here  1  come, 
To  join  the  general  joy;  and,  I,  fure  I, 
Who  have  to  dotage,  have  to  ruin  lov'd  you, 
Muft  take  a  tender  part  in  your  fuccefs, 
In  your  recover'd  ftate. 

Sophonisba. 
'J  is  very  well. 
I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Syphax. 
And  gentle  Majin ijfa, 
Say,  will  he  prove  a  very  coming  fool  ? 
All  pliant,  all  devoted  to  your  will  ? 
A  duteous  wretch  like  Sypbax?—  Ha!  not  mov'd  I 
Speak  thou  perfidious  !  canft  thou  bear  it  thus  ? 
With  fuch  a.  iteady  countenance  ?  canft  thou 
Here  fee  the  man  thou  haft  To  grofJy  wrong'd, 
And  yet  not  fink  in  ftiame :  And  yet  not  fliake 

I« 
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In  every  guilty  nerve  ? 

Sophonisba. 

What  have  I  done, 
That  T  fhould  tremble  ?  that  I  ihould  not  dare 
To  bear  thy  prefence  f  Was  my  heart  to  blame, 
I'd  tremble  at  my  felf,  and  not  at  thee, 
Proud  man  !  Nor  would  I  live  to  be  afham'd. 
For  of  all  evils,  to  the  generous,  fhame 
Is  the  moft  deadly  pang; — Put  you  behold 
My  late  engagement  with  a  jealous,  falfe, 
And  felfifh  eye. 

Syphax. 
Avenging  Junoy  hear  I 
And%canft  thou  think  to  juilify  thyfelf  I 
I  blufh  to  hear  thee,  traitrefs ! 

Sophonisba*. 

O  my  ibult 
Canft  thou  hear  this,  this  bafe  opprobrious  language, 
And  yet  be  tamely  calm  ? — Well,  for  thi;  once 
It  (hall  be  fo— in  pity  to  thy  maduefs— - 
Impatient  fpirit  down  ! — Yes,  Sypka*,  yes,, 
Yes,  I  will  greatly  juilify  my  felf ; 
Even  by  the  confort  of  the  thundering  Jo<vet 
Who  binds  the  holy  marriage- vow,  be  judg'd- 
And  every  generous  heart,  w\  meanly  loft 
In  little  low  purfuits,  will    uie  abfolve  me. 
But  in  the  temped  of  the  ioul,  when  rage, 
Loud  indignation,  unattentive  pride, 
And  jealoufy  confound  it,  how  can  then 

The 
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The  nobler,  public  fentiments  be  heard  1 
Yet  let  me  tell  thee 

Syphax. 
Thou  canft  tell  me  nought. 
Away  !  away  !  nought  but  illufion,  falfhood — 

Sophonisba. 
My  heart  will  burft,  in  juftice  to  myfelf, 
If  here  I  fpeak  not ;  tho'  thy  rage,  I  know, 
Can  never  be  convinced,  yet  fhall  it  be 
Confounded. — What !  muft  I  renounce  my  freedom  ? 
Forgoe  the  power  of  doing  general  good  I 
Yield  myfelf  up  the  flave,  the  barbarous  triumph. 
Of  infolent,  enrag'd,  inveterate  Rome  ? 
And  all  for  nothing  but  to  grace  thy  fall  ? 
Nay,  fingly  perifh  to  retain  the  name, 
The  empty  title  of  a  captive's  wife  ? 

For  thee  ;  the  Romans  may  be  mild  to  thee* 
But  1,  a  Carthaginian*,  I,  whofe  blood 
Holds  unrelenting  enmity  to  theirs ; 
Who  have  myfelf  much  hurt  them,  and  who  live 
Only  to  work  them  woe  ;  what,  what  can  I 
Hope  from  their  vengeance,  but  the  very  dregs 
Of  the  worft  fate,  the  bitternefs  of  bondage? 
Yet  thou,  kind  man,  thou  in  thy  generous  love, 
Wouldft  have  me  fufFer  that ;  be  bound  to  thee, 
For  that  dire  end  alone,  beyond  the  ftrctch 
Of  nature,  and  of  law. 

Syphax. 
Confuiion!  Law  I 

I  know 
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I  know  the  laws  ocr:   it  thee,  the  grofs  laws- 

Thar  rule  the  vulgar.     I'm  a  captive   true  ; 

And  therefore  may'ft  tl]pu  plead  a  lhameful  right 

To  lt;a  e     •    to  mv  chains—  But  fay,  thou  bafe  one  1 

Ungrateful  '   fav,  f./r  whom  am  '  a  captive? 

For  whom  has  I al  le  .  fter  battle  bled  ? 

For  whom  my  crcvvh,  my  kingdom,  and  my  all, 

Been  vilely  call  away  ?  For  one,  ye  gods  I 

Who  leaves  me  for  the  victor,  for  the  foe. 

I  hold  in  utter  endlefs  deteftation. 

Fire  ?  fury  !  hell f— Oh  1  am  richly  paid  ! 

But  this  it  is  to  lov,e  a,  Woman — Woman  ! 

The  kurce  of  all  difafter,  all  perdition  ! 

Man  in  h  mfelf  is  focial,  would  be  happy, 

Too  happy,  but  the  gods,  to  keep  him  wretched, 

Curs'd  him  with  woman!  fond,  enchanting,  fmooth, 

And  harmlefs-feeming  woman  ;  but  at  heart 

All  poifon,  lerpents,  tigers,  furies,  all 

That  is  deilru&ive,  in  one  breafl:  combin'd^ 

And  gilded  o'er  with  beauty  1 

SoPHONlSBA. 

•    Haplefsman! 
I  pity  thee  ;  this  madnefs  only  ftirs 
My  bofom  to  companion,  not  to  rage. 
Think  as  you  Lift  of  our  unhappy  fex, 
Too  much  fubjetted  to  your  tyrant  force  ; 
Yet  know  that  all,  we  were  not  all  at  leaft, 
Form  d  for  your  trifles,  for  your  wanton  hours* 
Ourpaffions  tqo,c$iafometim,es  foar  above 

The 
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The  houftiold  talk  affign'd  us,  can  extend 
Beyond  the  narrow  fphere  of  families, 
%And  take  great  flates  into  th'  expanded  heart, 
As  well  as  yours,  ye  partial  to  yourfehres  ! 
And  this  is  my  fupport,  my  joy,  my  glory ; 
On  thefe  great  principles,  and  thefe  alone, 
I  ftill  direct  my  conduct. 

Syphax. 

Falfe  as  hell ! 
I  loath  your  fex  !  when  it  pretends  to  virtue. 
You  talk  of  honour,  confcience,  patriotifm  I 
A  female  patriot ! — Vanity  ! — Abfurd  ! 
Even  doating  dull  credulity  would  laugh 
To  hear  you  prate.     Did  ever  woman  yet 
Form  any  better  purpofe  in  her  thought, 
Than  how  to  pleafe  her  pride  or  wanton  will  ? 
Thofe  are  the  principles  on  which  you  adl, 
Yes,  thofe  alone. 

Sophonisba. 
Mud  I  then,  mufti,  Syphax, 
Give  thee  a  bitter  proof  of  what  I  fay  ? 
I  would  not  feem  to  heighten  thy  diilrefs, 
Not  in  the  lead  infult  thee.     Thou  art  fallen, 
So  Fate  fevere  has  will'd  it,  fallen  by  me  ; 
1  therefore  have  been  patient :  from  another 
Such  language,  fuch  indignity,  had  hYd 
My  foul  to  madnefs.     But  fince  driven  fo  far, 
I  muft  remind  thy  blind  injurious  rage 

Of  our  unhappy  marriage. 

Syphax, 
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Syphax. 

Dar'ft  thou  name  it, 
After  fuch  perfidy  f 

SOPHONISBA. 

Allow  me,  Sypbax, 
Hear  me  but  once !  If  what  I  here  declare 
Shines  not  with  reafon,  and  the  cleared  truth  ; 
May  I  be  bafe,  defpis'd,  and  dumb  for  ever ! 

I  pray  thee  think,  when  unpropitious  Hymen 
Our  hands  united,  how  I  flood  engag'd. 
Was  I  not  blooming  in  the  pride  of  youth, 
And  youthful  hopes ;  funk  in  a  paffion  too, 
Which  few  refign  ?  yet  then  I  married  thee, 
Becaufe  to  Cartbagt  deem'd  a  ftronger  friend ; 
For  that  alone.    On  thefe  conditions,  fay, 
Didft  thou  not  take  me,  court  me  to  thy  throne  ? 
Have  I  deceiv'd  thee  fince  }  Have  I  difTembled  i 
To  gain  one  purpofe,  e'er  pretended  what 
I  never  felt  I  Thou  can  ft  not  fay  1  have. 
And  if  that  principle,  which  then  infplr'd 
My  marrying  thee,  was  right,  it  cannot  now 
Be  wrong :  Nay,  fince  my  native  city  want* 
Afliftance  more,  and  finking  calls  for  aid, 

'lis  ftill  more  right 

Syphax. 

This  reafohing  is  infult ! 

m  SoPHONISBA. 

Pm  forry  that  thou  doft  oblige  me  to  it. 
Then  in  a  word  take  my  full-open'd  foul. 

Alii 
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All  love,  but  that  of  Carthage,  I  defpife. 

1  formerly  to  MaJiniJ/a  thee 

Preferr'd  not,  nor  to  thee  now  Majinijfa, 

But  Carthage  to  you  both.     -And  if  preferring 

Thoufands  to  one,  a  whole  collected  people, 

All  Nature's  tendernefs,  whatever  is  facred, 

The  liberty,  the  welfare  of  a  ftate, 

To  one  man's  frantic  happinefs,  be  fhame ; 

Here,  Syphax,  I  invoke  it  on  my  head ! 

This  fet  afide ;  J,  carelefs  of  myfelf, 
And,  fcoming  profperous  ftate,  had  Hill  been  thine, 
In  all  the  depth  of  laifcry  proudly  thine  ! 
But  fince  the  public  good,  the  law  fupreme, 
Forbids  it  j  I  will  leave  thee  with  a  kingdom, 
The  fame  I  found  thee,  or  not  reign  myfelf. 

Alas !  I  fee  thee  hurt— Why  cara'ft  thou  here, 
Thus  to  inflame  thee  more  ? 

Syphax. 

Why,  forcerefs  ?  why  ? 
Thou  complication  of  all  deadly  mifchief ! 
Thou  lying,  foothing,  fpecious,  charming  fury  ! 
I'll  tell  thee  why — To  breathe  my  great  revenge  ; 
To  throw  this  load  of  burning  madnefs  from  me  I 
To  ftab  thee  ! 

SOPHONISBA. 

Ha!- 

i 

Syphax. 
—And  fpringing  from  thy  heart 

To 
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To  quench  me  with  thy  blood ! 


[PhcenifTa  interpcfes* 

SOPHONISBA. 

Off,  give  me  way  ! 
Thcenijfa  ;  tempt  not  thou  his  brutal  rage. 
Me,  me;  he  dares  not  murder :  if  he  dares, 
Here  let  his  fury  itrike  ;  for  I  dare  die. 
What  holds  thy  trembling  hand  ? 
Phoenissa. 

Guards! 

SOPHONISBA. 

Seize  the  king. 
But  look  you  treat  him  well,  with  all  the  ftate 
His  dignity  demands. 

Syphax. 

That  care  from  thee 
Is  worfe  than  death.— The  Roman  trumpets ! — Ha  f, 
Now  I  bethink  me,  Rome  will  do  me  jufiice. 
Yes,  I  mall  fee  thee  walk  the  flave  of  Rome, 
Forget  myVrongs,  and  glut  me  with  the  fight. 
Be  that  my  beft  revenge. 

Sophonisba. 

Inhuman  f  that, 
If  there  is  death  in  Afric>  fhall  not  be. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

Ljelius,  Syphax.. 

L^ELIUS. 

Syphax  !  alas,  how  fallen  !  how  chang'd  !  from  what 
I  here  beheld  thee  once  in  pomp,  and  fplendor, 
At  that  illuftrious  interview,  when  Rome 
And  Carthage  met  beneath  this  very  roof, 
Their  two  great  generals,  Ajdrubal  and  Scipio, 
To  court  thy  friendfhip.     Of  the  fame  repaft 
Both  gracefully  partook,  and  both  reclin'd 
On  the  fame  couch  :  for  perfonal  diftafte 
And  hatred  feldorn  bum  betvveer  the  brave. 
Then  the  fuperior  virtues  of  the  Reman 
Gain'd  ail  thy  heart.     Even  Afdrubal  himfelf, 
With  admiration  i;ruck  and  juft  defpair, 
Own'd  him  as  powerful  at  the  focial  feaft 
As  in  the  battle.     This  thou  may'ft  remember, 
And  how  thy  faith  was  given  before  the  Gods, 
And  f  .orn  and  f?al'd  to  Scipio  ;  yet  how  falfe 
Thou  fince  halt  prov'd,  I  need  not  now  recount : 
But  let  thy  fuflerings  for  thy  guilt  atone, 
The  captive  for  the  king.      A  Roman  tongue 
Scorns  to  purfue  the  triumph  of  the  fword 
With  mean  upbraidings. 

Syphax, 
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SVPHAX. 

Leslius,  'tis  too  true. 
Curfe  on  the  caufe  ! 

Lalius. 

But  where  is  Majinijfa? 
The  brave  young  vi&or,  the  Nu?nidian  Roman  ! 
Where  is  he  ?  that  my  joy,  my  glad  applaufe, 
From  envy  pure,  may  hail  his  happy  ftate. 
Why  that  contemptuous  fmile  ? 

Syphax. 

Too  credulous  Roman  I 
I  fmile  to  think  ho#  this  brave  Majinijja, 
This  Roms-de voted  heroe,  muft  ftill  more 
Attract  thy  pram's,  by  a  late  exploit, 
In  every  thing  fuccefsful. 

L^ELIUS. 

What  is  this  ? 
Thefe  public  fhouts !  A  ftrange  unufual  joy 
O'er  ali  the  captive  city  blazes  wide. 
What  wanton  riot  reigns  to-night  in  Cirtha  ? 
Within  thefe  conquer'd  walls  ? 

Syphax. 

This,  Lalius,  h 
A  night  of  triumph  o'er  my  conqueror, 
O'er  Majtnija. 

Ljelivs. 
.  Majinijfa!  How  ? 
Syphax. 
Wliy,  he  to-night  is  married  to  my  queen. 

Ljelius. 
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L/ELIUS. 

hnpoffible ! 

Syphax. 
Yes,  (he,  the  fury  !  flic, 
Who  put  the  nuptial  torch  into  my  hand, 
That  fet  my  throne,  my  palace,  and  my  kingdom, 
All  in  a  blaze  ;  fhe  now  has  feiz'd  on  him, 
Will  turn  him  Toon  from  Rome— I  know  her  powe 
Her  lips  diftil  unconquerable  poifon. 
,0  glorious  thought !  her  arts,  her  fatal  love 
WiUcruih  him  deep,  beneath  the  mighty  ruins 
Of  falling  Carthage, 

L^elius. 
Can  it  be  ?  Amazement ! 
Syphax. 
Nay  learn  it  from  himfelf. — He  comes — Away  ! 
Ye  furies  fnatch  me  from  his  fight !  For  hell, 
Its  tortures  all  are  gentle  to  the  prefence 
Of  a  triumphant  rival  ? 

L^ELlUS. 

What  is  man  ? 


SCENE    IV. 

MASINISSA,    L-ffiLIUS. 

M  \SINI$SA. 

Thou  more  than  partner  cf  this  glorious  day, 
Which  has  from  Carthage  torn  her  chief  fupport, 

And 
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And  tottering  left  her,  I  rejoice  to  fee  thee — 
To  Cirtha  welcome,  Leelius. — Thy  brave  legions 
Now  tafte  the  fweet  repofe  by  valour  purchas'd  : 
This  city  pours  refreshment  on  their  toils. 
I  order'd  Narva — 

L^ELIUS. 

Thanks  to  Mcjinijfa. 
All  that  is  well. — But  I  obferv'd  the  king 
More  loofely  guarded  than  befits  the  ftate 
Of  fuch  a  captive.     1  rue,  indeed,  from  him 
There  is  not  much  to  fear.     The  dangerous  fpirit 
Is  his  imperious  queen,  his  Sopbonijha. 
The  pride,  the  rage  of  Carthage  live  in  her. 
How  ?  where  is  me  ? 

Masinissa. 

She,  Lalius  ?  in  my  care. 
Think  not  of  her.     I'll  anfwer  for  her  conduct. 

L^ELIUS. 

Yes,  if  in  chains.     Till  then,  believe  me,  prince, 
It  were  as  fafe  to  anfwer  for  the  winds, 
That  their  loos'd  fury  will  not  roufe  the  waves, 
Or  that  the  darted  lightning  will  be  harmlefs  ; 
As  promife  peace  from  her. — But  why  fo  dark? 
You  ihift  your  place,  your  countenance  grows  warm. 
.  It  is  not  ufual  this  in  Majinijfa. 
Pray,  what  oiFence  can  afking  for  the  queen, 
The  Roman  captive,  give  ? 

Masinissa. 

Lalius,  no  more. 

You 
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You  know  my  marriage. — Sypbax  has  been  bury— - 
It  is  unkind  to  dally  with  my  paffion. 

LiELIUS. 

Ah,  Mafiniffh  !  was  it  then  for  this, 
Thy  hurry  hither  from  the  recent  battle? 
Is  the  firft  inftance  of  the  Roman  bounty 
Thus,  thus  abusd  ?  They  give  thee  back  thy  kingdom; 
And  in  return  are  of  their  captive  robb'd; 
Of  all  they  valued,  Sophonifoa. — 
Masinissa. 

Robb'd ! 
How,  Lalius  ?  Robb'd  ! 

♦  jTLLIUS. 

Yes,  Mafiniffa,  robb'd. 

What  is  it  elfc  ?  But  I,  this  xery  night, 

Will  here  aflert  the  majeity  of  Rome, 

And  mark  me,  tear  her  from  the  nuptial  bed; 

Masimssa. 
Oh  Gods !  oh  patience  !  As  foon,  fiery  koman! 
As  foon  thy  rage  might  from  her  azure  fphere 
Tear  yonder  moon. — The  man  who  feizes  her, 
Shall  fet  his  foot  firft  on  my  bleeding  heart. 
Of  that  be  fure. — And  is  it  thus  you  treat 
Your  firm  allies  ?  1  hus  kings  in  friendfhip  with  your 
Of  human  pafiions  llrip  them  ? — Slaves  indeed! 

js  deny'd  the  common  privilege 
Of  nature,  what  the  weakcil  creatures  claim, 
A  right  to  what  they  love. 
Vol.  III.  E  LAliv* 
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L^LLIUS. 

Out !  out ! — For  fhame  I 
This  paiTion  makes  thee  blind.     Here  is  a  war, 
Which  defolates  the  nations,  has  almoffc 
Laid  wafte  the  world.   How  many  widows,  orphans, 
And  tender  virgins  weep  its  rage  in  Rome  ! 
Even  her  great  fenate  droops ;  her  nobles  fail ; 
Nature  herfelf,  by  frequent  prodigies, 
Seems  at  his  havock  of  her  works  to  ficken  : 
And  our  Aufcnian  plains  are  now  become 
A  horror  to  the  fight :  At  each  fad  ftep, 
Remembrance  weeps.     Yet  her,  the  greater!  prize 
Jt  hitherto  has  yielded  ;  her,  whofe  charms 
Are  only  turn'e  to  whet  its  cruei point; 
Thou  to  thy  wedded  breaft  has  wildly  taken, 
Haft  purchas'd  thee  her  beauties  by  the  blood 
Of  thy  protecting  friends ;  and  on  a  throne 
Set  her,  .this  day  recover'd  by  their  arms. 
Canft  thou  do  this,  and  call  thyfelf  a  king 
Ally'd  to  Rotne?  Rafh  youth,  the  Roman  people, 
To  kings,  who  dare  offend  them  thus,  vcuchfafe  not 
The  honour  of  their  friendmip. — Thou  hail  throw.n. 
That  glory  from  thee,  and  mull  now  be  taught 
To  dread  their  wrath. 

Masinissa,. 
Be  not  fo  haughty,  L<elius, 
It  fcarce  becomes  the  gentle  Scipio's  friend  ; 
Suits  not  thy  character,  the  tender  manners 
I  Hill  have  mark'd  in  thee.     I  honour  Rome  ; 

But 
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But  honour  too  myfelf,  my  vows,  my  queen  : 
Nor  will,  nor  can  I  tamely  hear  thee  threaten 
To  feize  her  like  a  flave. 

•Ljelwc. 

I  will  be  calm. 
This  thy  rafh  deed,  this  unexpected  ihock, 
Such  a  peculiar  injury  to  me, 
Thy  friend  and  fellow-foldier,  has  perhaps 
Snatch'd  me  too  hr.    For  haft  thou  not  difhonour'd 
By  this  laft  aclicn,  a  fuccefsful  war, 
Cur  common  charge,  trufted  to  us  by  Scipio? 

Masinjssa. 
Our  charge  from  Scipio  was  to  conquer  Sjpbax, 
Not  by  r  barbarous  tri-umph  to  infult 
His  beauteous  queen.     Was  Sophonifia  made, 
To  follow  weeping  a  proud  vidor's  chariot, 
She,  the  firft  miftrefs  of  my  heart,  who  flill 
Reigns  in  my  foul,  and  there  will  reign  forever. 
At  fuch  a  fight,  the  warrior's  eye  might  wet 
His  burning  cheek  ;  and  all  the  Roman  matrons, 
Who  lin'd  the  laurel'd  way,  afham'd,  and  fad, 
Turn  from  a  captive  brighter  than  themfeives, 
But  Scipio  will  be  milder. 

L/LLIUS. 

I  difdain 
This  thy  furmife,  and  give  it  up  to  Scipio. 
Thefe  paflions  are  not  comely.— Here  to-morrow 
Come,  the  proconful.     Mean  time,  Mafmifa, 
Ah,  harden  not  thyfelf  in  flattering  hope  ! 

E  2  Sdpi, 
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Scipio  is  mild,  but  fteady. — Ha !  the  queen. 
1  think  fhe  hates  a  Roman — and  will  leave  thee. 


SCENE    V. 

SOPHONISBA,  MASINISSA. 
SOPHONISBA. 

Was  not  that  Roman  Ltflius,  as  I  enter'd, 
Who  parted  gloomy  hence  ? 

Masinissa. 

Madam,  the  fame. 

Sophonisba. 
Unhappy  Jfric  I  fince  thefe  haughty  Romans 
Have  in  this  lordly  manner  trod  thy  courts. 

I  read  his  frefh  reproaches  in  thy  face  ; 
The  lcfibn'd  pupil  in  thy  fallen  look, 
Jn  that  forc'd  fmile,  which  fickens  on  thy  cheek; 

Masinissa. 
Oh  fay  not  fo,  thou  rapture  of  my  foul! 
For  while  T  fondly  gaze  upon  thy  charms, 
I  imile  as  joyous  as  the  fun  in  May ; 
Nor  can  my  heart,  by  thee  pofiefs'd,  retain 
One  painful  thought. 

Sophonisba. 

Nay,  tell  me,  Majlnijfa  ; 
How  feels  their  tyranny,  when  'tis  brought  home  ? 
When,  lawiefs  grown,  it  touches  what  is  dear? 

Pemp 
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Pomp  for  a  while  may  dazzle  thoughtlefs  man, 
Falfe  glory  blind  him  ;  but  there  is  a  time, 
When  even  the  flave  in  heart  will  fpurn  his  chains, 
Nor  know  fubmiffion  more. — What  faid  thy  tyrant? 

Masinissa. 
His  difappointment  for  a  moment  only 
Burft  in  vain  pafiion,  and 

Sophonisba. 

You  flood  abafliM ; 
You  bore  his  threats,  and  tamely-filent  heard  him, 
Heard  the  fierce  Roman  mark  me  for  his  triumph. 
Oh  meannels  I 

Masinissa. 
Banifh  that  unkind  fufpicion. 
The  thought  enflam'd  my  foul.     1  vow'd  my  life, 
My  lait  Majfylian  to  the  f»vord,  ere  he 
Should  touch  thy  freedom  with  the  lealt  difhonour. 

But  that  from  Scipio 

Sophonisba.. 

Scipio  I 

Masinissa. 

That  from  him— ^ 

Sophonisba. 
rtell  thee,  Majtnijfa,  if  from  him 
You  gain  my  freedom,  from  myfelf  conceal  it. 
I  lhall  difdain  fuch  freedom. 

Masinissa. 

Sophonijba  ! 
Thou  all  my  heart  holds  precious !  doubt  no  more. 
E  3  Nor 
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Nor  Rome,  nor  Scipio,  nor  a  world  combin'd 
Shall  tear  thee  from  me  ;  till  outftretch'd  I  lie, 
A  namelefs  corpfe  I 

Sophonisba. 

If  thy  protection  fails,. 
Of  this  at  loafl  be  fure,  be  very  fure. 
To  give  me  timely  death. 

Masinissa. 

Ceafe  thus  to  talk, 
Of  death,  of  Romans,  of  unkind  ambition. 
My  fofter  thoughts  thofe  rugged  themes  refufe^, 
And  turn  alone  to  love. — All,  all,  but  thee, 
All  nature  is  a  pafling  dream  to  me. 
Fix'd  in  my  view,  thou  doll  for  ever  mine, 
Thy  form  forth-beaming  from  the  foul  divine, 
A  fpirit  thine,  which  mortals  might  adore ; 
Defpifing  love,  and  thence  creating  more. 
Thou  the  high  paflions,  I  the  tender  prove, 
Thy  heart  was  form'd  for  glory,  mine  for  love* 


The  End  of  the  Fourth  Aft, 


ACT 
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A  C  T    V.       S  C  E  N  E     I. 

Masinissa,  Narva.- 

Masinissa. 

HA  I L  to  the  joyous  day  !  With  purple  clouds 
The  whole  horizon  glows.    The  breezy  spring 
Stands  loofely  floating  on  the  mountain-top, 
And  deals  her  fweets  around.     1  he  fun  too  feems, 
As  confcious  of  my  joy,  with  brighter  beams 
To  gild  the  happy  world  ;  and  all  things  (mil* 
Like  Sopbonifia.     Love  and  friendfhip  fure 
Have  mark'd  this  day  with  all  their  choiceir.  bleflings ; 
Oh  !  Sophonijba's  mine  !  and  Scipio  comes ! 

Narva. 
My  lord,  the  trumpets  fpeak  his  near  approach, 

Masinissa, 
I  want  his  fecret  audience— Leave  us,  Narva. 


SCENE    II. 

Scipio,  Masinissa. 

Masinissa. 
Scipib  !  more  welcome  than  my  tongue  can  fpeak  I 
Oh  greatly,  dearly  welcome  ! 

E  4  Scwio# 
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Scipio. 
Maftnijffa  / 
My  heart  beats  back  thy  joy. — A  happy  friend, 
Rais'd  by  his  prudence,  fortitude,  and  valour, 
O'er  all  his  foes ;  and  on  his  native,  throne, 
Amidft  his  refcu'd  fhouting  fubjecls,  fet : 
Say,  can  the  gods  in  lavim  bounty  give 
A  fight  more  pleafmg  ? 

Masinissa. 
My  great  friend  !  and  patron  \ 
It  was  thy  timely,  thy  reftoring  aid 
That  brought  me  from  the  fearful  defart-life, 
To  live  again  in  flate,  and  purple  fplendor. 
Thy  friendfhip  arm'd  me  with  the  itrength  of  Rome, 
And  now  I  wield  the  fcepter  of  my  fathers, 
See  my  dear  people  from  the  tyrant's  fcpurge, 
From  Sypbax  freed ;  I  hear  their  glad  applaufes  ; 
And,  to  complete  my  happinefs,  have  gain'd 
A  friend  worth  all.     O  gratitude,  efteem, 
And  love  like  mine,  with  what  divine  delight 
Ye  fill  the  heart ! 

Scipio. 
Heroic  youth  !  thy  virtue 
Has  earn'd  whate'er  thy  fortune  can  bellow. 
It  was  thy  patience,  Mafiniffa^  patience, 
A  champion  clad  in  Heel,  that  in  the  wafte 
Attended  ftill  thy  ftep,  and  fav'd  my  friend 
For  better  days.     What  cannot  patience  do  ! 
A  great  delign  is  feldom  fnatch'd  at  once ; 

'Tis 
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'Tis  patience  heaves  it  on.     From  favage  Nature, 
'  lis  patience  that  has  built  up  human  life, 
The  riurfe  of  arts !  and  Rome  exalts  her  head. 
An  everlailing  monument  of  patience. 

Masinissa. 
If  I  have  that,  or  any  virtue,  ScipiOj, 
'Tis  copy'd  all  from  thee. 

Scipio. 

No,  Ma/tniJ/a, 
'Tis  all  unborrow'd,  the  fpontaneous  growth 
Of  Nature  in  thy  breafl. — Friendfhip  for  once 
Muft,  tho'  thou  blufheft,  wear  a  liberal  tongue; 
Muft  tell  tlvee,  noble  youth,  that  long  experience^ 
Jn  councils,  battles,  many  a  hard  event, 
Has  found  thee  ftill  fo  conftant,  fo  fin'cere, 
So  wife,  fo  brave,  fo  generous,  fo  humane, 
So  well  attemper'd,  and  fo  fitly  turn'd 
For  what  is  either  great  or  good  in  life, 
As  calls  diflinguiih'd  honour  on  thy  country, 
And  cannot  but  endear  thee  to  the  Romans, 
For  me,  1  think  my  labours  all  repaid, 
My  wars  in  Afric.     Mafinijfa's  friendfhip 
Rewards  them  all.     Be  that  my  deareft  triumph*. 
To  have  afliftcd  thy  forlorn  eftate, 
And  lent  a  happy  hand  in  raifing  thee 
To  thy  paternal  throne,  ufurp'd  by  Sypbax. 
The  greateft  fervice  could  be  done  my  country* 
Diflracted  Afric>  and  mankind  in  general, 
Was  thui  to  aid  thy  worth.     To  put  the  power 

E  5  OB 
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Of  fovereign  rule  into  the  good  man's  hand, 
h  giving  peace  and  happinefs  to  millions. 

But  has  my  friend,  fince  late  we  parted  armies^ 
Since  he  with  L<tlius  acted  fuch  a  brave, 
Aufpicious  part  againft  the  common  foe  ; 
Has  he  been  blamelefs  quite  ?  has  he  confider'd, 
How  pleafure  often  on  the  youthful  heart, 
Beneath  the  rofy  foft  difguife  of  love, 
( -\11  fweetnefs,  fmiles,  and  feeming  innocence) 
Steals  unperceiv'd,  and  lays  the  victor  low? 
I  would  not,  cannot,  put  thee  to  the  pain — 
—  Jt  pains  me  deeper— of  the  leaft  reproach. 
Let  thy  too  faithful  memory  fupply 
The  reft.  [Pau/ingt 

Thy  filence,  that  dejected  look, 
That  honeft  colour  flufhing  o'er  thy  cheek, 
Impart  thy  better  foul. 

Mas-inissa. 

Oh  my  good  lord ! 
Oh  Scipio  !  Love  has  ferz'd  me,  tyrant  Love 
Inthralls  my  foul.     I  am  undone  by  love! 

Scipio. 
And  art  thou  then  to  ruin  reconcile  ? 
Tam'd  to  deftruttion  !  wilt  thou  be  undone  ? 
Refign  the  towering  thought  ?  the  vaft  defign, 
With  future  glories  big  ?  the  warrior's  wreathe  ? 
The  praife  of  fenates  ?  an  applauding  world  ? 
All  for  a  figh  ?  all  for  a  foft  embrace  ? 
For  a  gay  tranfient  fancy,  Mafiniffa  ? 
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For  fhame,  my  friend!  for  honour's  fake,  for  virtue's  X 

Sk  not  with  folded  arms,  defpairing,  weak, 

h\.  c  a  fick  virgin  fighing  to  the  gale, 

Till  fure  deftruftion  comes—Alas,  how  chang'd 

From  him,  the  man  I  lov'd ! 

Masinissa. 

How  chang'd  indeed  I 
The  time  has  been,  when,  fir'd  from  Scipio's  tonguej 
My  foul  had  mounted  in  a  flame  with  his. — 
Where  is  ambition  flown  ?  Hopelefs  attempt  ? 
Can  love  like  mine  be  quelPd  }  Can  I  forget 
What  ftill  poifefTes,  charms  my  thoughts  for  ever  ? 
Throw  fcornful  from  me  what  I  hold  moft  dear  ? 
Not  feel  the  force  of  excellence  ?  To  joy 
Be  dead  ?  And  undelighted  with  delight  ? 
Hold,  let  me  think  a  moment — no  !  no!  no! 
I  am  unequal  to  thy  virtue,  Scipio  I 

Scipio. 
Fie,  Mafinifa,  fie!  By  Heavens  !  I  blufli 
At  thy  dejedion,  this  degenerate  language, 
What !  perifh  for  a  woman  !  Ruin  all, 
AW  the  fair  deeds  which  an  admiring  world 
Hopes  from  thy  riper  years  ;  only  to  footh 
A  ftubborn  fancy,  a  luxurious  will  ? 

How  muft  it,  think  you,  found  in  future  itory  ?  J 
Young  Ma/iniJJa  was  a  virtuous  prince, 
And  Afris  fmil'd  beneath  his  early  ray  ; 
Eut  that  a  Carthaginian  captive  came, 
By  whom  untimely  in  the  common  fate 

E  6  Of 
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Cf  love  he  fell.     The  wife  will  fcorn  the  page, 
And  all  thy  praife  be  fome  fond  maid  exclaiming,. 
Where  are  thofe  lovers  now  ?  O  rather,  rather,. 
Had  I  ne'er  feen  the  vital  light  of  heaven, 
Than  like  the  vulgar  live,  and  like  them  die  ! 

Ambition  fickens  at  the  very  thought. 

To  puff,  and  buftle  here  from  day  to  day, 
Loft  in  the  paflions  of  inglorious  life, 
Joys  which  the  carelefs  brutes  poffefs  above  us. 
And  when  fome  years,  each  duller  than  another* 
Are  thus  elaps'd,  in  naufeous  pangs  to  die  ; 
And  pafs  away,  like  thofe  forgotten  things, 
That  foon  become  as  they  had  never  been. 

Masinissa. 
And  am  I  dead  to  this  ? 

Scipio. 

The  gods,  my  friend,. 
"Who  train  up  heroes  in  Misfortune's  fchool, 
Have  fhook  thee  with  Adverfity,  with  each 
Uluftrious  evil,  that  can  raife,  expand, 
And  fortify  the  mind.     Thy  rooted  worth 
Has  flood  thefe  wintry  blafls,  grown  flronger  by  them* 
4>hall  then  in  profperous  times,  while  all  is  mild, 
All  vernal,  fair  ;  and  glory  blows  around  thee  ; 
Shall  then  the  dead  Serene  of  pleafure  come, 
And  lay  thy  faded  honours  in  the  dufl  ? 

Masinissa. 
€)  gentle  Scipio  /  fpare  me,  fpare  my  weaknefs. 

Scipio; 
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Scipio. 
Remember  Hannibal — A  fignal  proof, 
A  frefh  example  of  deftru&ive  pleafure. 
He  was  the  dread  of  nations,  once  of  Rom-e  ! 
When  from  Bellcna's  bofom,  nurs'd  in  camps, 
And  hard  with  toil,  he  down  the  rugged  Alps, 
Rufh'd  like  a  torrent  over  Italy  ; 
Unconquer'd  till  the  loofe  delights  of  Capua 
Sunk  his  victorious  arm,  his  genius  broke, 
Perfum'd,  and  made  a  lover  of  the  heroe. 
Lo  !  now  he  droops  in  Bruttium,  fear'd  no  more* 
Remember  him  ;  and  yet  refume  thy  fpirit, 
Ere  it  be  quite  diffolv'd. 

Masinissa. 

Shall  Scipio  (loop, 
Thus  to  regard,  to  teach  me  wifdom  thus; 
And  yet  a  itupid  anguifli  at  my  heart 
Repel  whate'er  he  fays? — But  why,  my  friend, 
Why  mould  we  kill  the  bell  of  paiTions,  love? 
It  aids  the  heroe,  bids  ambition  rife 
To  nobler  heights,  infpires  immortal  deeds, 
Even  foftens  brutes,  and  adds  a  grace  to  virtue. 

Sc  no. 
There  is  a  holy  tendcrnefs  indeed, 
A  virtuous,  focial,  fympathetic  love, 
That  binds,  fupports,  and  fweetens  human  life. 
But  is  thy  paflion  fuch  ?  Lift,  Mcfinijfa, 
While  I  the  hardeft  office  of  a  friend 
Difcharge  ;  and,  with  a  ncceflary  hand, 

A  hand, 
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A  hand,  tho'  harfn  at-prefent,  truly  tender, 
I  paint  this- paffion.     And  if  then  thou  ftill 
Art  bent  to  foothe  it,  I  muft  fighing  leave  thee^ 
To  what  the  gods  think  fit. 

Masinissa. 

O  never,  Scipio  f 
G  never  leave  me  to  myfelf !  Speak,  on. 
I  dread,  and  yet  defire  thy  friendly  hand. 

Sc-ipio. 
I  hope  that  Mafinijfa  needs  not  now 
Be  told,  how  much  his  happinefs  is  mine';  ' 
With  what  a  warm  ben evo-lence  I'd  fpring 
To  raife,  confirm  it,  to  prevent  his  wilhes 
In  every  right  purfuit ! — But  while  he  rages,  i 
Burns  in  a  fever,  fhall  I  let  him  quaff 
Delicious  poifon  for  a  cooling  draught,  . 
Jn  foolifn  pity  to  his  thirfl  ?  fhall  I 
Let  a  fvvift  flame  confume  him  as  he  ileeps, 
Becaufe  his  dreams  are  gay  ?  fhall  I  indulge 
A  frenzy  flafh'd'from  an  infe&ious  eye, 
A  fuddeiV  impulfe  unapprov'd  by  reafon  ? 
Nay,  by  thy  cool  deliberate  thought  condemn'd? 
Refolv'd  againft  r — A  paflion  for  a  woman, 
Who  has  abus'd  thee  bafely  ■?  left  thy  youth, 
Thy  love  as  fweet,  as  tender  as  the  fpring, 
The  blooming  heroe  for  the  hoary  tyrant  ? 
And  now  who  makes  thy  flickering  arms  alone 
Her  laf't  retreat,  to  fave  her  from  the  vengeance, 
Which  even  ier  very  perfidy  to  thee 

Ha? 
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Has  brought  upon  her  head  ? — Nor  is  this  all.— - 
A  woman  who  will  ply  her  deepeft  arts, 
(Ah  !  too  prevailing,  as  appears  already) 
Will  never  reft  till  Sypbax*  fate  is  thine  ; 
Till  Friendfhip  weeping  flies,  we  join  no  more 
In  glorious  deeds,  and  thou  fall  off  from  Rome  ? 
I  could  add  too,  that  there  is  fomething  cruel, 
Inhuman  in  thy  paffion.     Does  not  Sypbax, 
While  thou-  rejoiceft,  die  ?  The  generous  heart 
Should  fcorn  a  pleafure  which  gives  others  pain. 

Jf  this,  my  friend,  all  this  confider'd  deep, 
Alarm  thee  not,  nor  rouze  thy  refolution, 
And  call  the  heroe  from  his  wanton  flumber, 
Then  Mafinifa's  loft. 

Masinissa. 
Oh,  I  am  piercM  ! 
In  every  thought  am  pierc'd  !  'Tis  all  too  true. — 
I  would,  but  can't  deny  it. — Whither,  whither, 
Thro'  what  inchanted  wilds  have  1  been  wandering? 
They  feem'd  Elyjium^  the  delightful  plains, 
The  happy  groves  of  heroes  and  of  lovers  : 
But  the  Divinity  that  breathes  in  thee 
Has  broke  the  charm,  and  I  am  in  a  defart, 
Far  from  the  land  of  peace.     It  was  but  lately 
That  a  pure  joyous  calm  o'erfpread  my  foul, 
And  reafon  tun'd  my  paffions  into  blifs  ; 
When  love  came  hurrying  in,  and  with  rafli  hand 
Mix'd  them  delirious,  till  they  now  ferment 
To  mifery. — There  is  no  reafoning  down 

This 
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This  deep,  deep  anguifh  !  this  continual  pang! 
A  thoufand  things !  whene'er  my  raptur'd  thought 
Runs  back  a  little— But  I  will  not  think. — 
And  yet  I  mull. — Oh  Gods !  that  I  could  lofe 
What  a  few  hours  have  on  my  memory  grav'd 
In  adamant ! 

Scipio. 
But  one  ftrong  effort  more, 
And  the  fair  field  is  thine— A  conqueft  far 
Excelling  that  o'er  Sypbax.     What  remains,. 
Since  now  thy  madnefs  to  thyfelf  appears, 
But  an  immediate  manly  refolution, 
To  make  off  this  effeminate  difeafe  ; 
Thefe  foft  ideas,  which  feduce  thy  foul, . 
Make  it  all  idle,  weak,  inglorious,  wild, 
A  fcene  of  dreams  ;  to  give  them  to  the  winds, 
And  be  my  former  friend,  thyfelf  again  ? 

I  joy  to  find  thee  touch'd  by  generous  motives, 
And  that  I  need  not  bid  thee  recollect, 
Whofe  awful  property  thou  haft  ufurp'd  ; 
Need  not  affure  thee,  that  the  Roman  people, 
The  fenators  of  Rome,  will  never  fuffer 
A  dangerous  woman,  their  devoted  foe, 
A  woman,  whofe  irrefragable  fpirit 
Has  in  great  part  fuftain'd  this  bloody  war, 
Whofe  charms  corrupted  Syphax  from  their  fide, 
To  ruin  thee  too,  taint  thy  faithful  bread, 
And  kindle  future  war.     No,  Fate  itfelf 
Is  not  more  ileady  to  the  right  than  they. 

And,. 
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And,  where  the  public  good  but  feems  concern'd, 
No  motive  their  impenetrable  hearts, 
Nor  fear  nor  tendernefs,  can  touch  :  fuch  is 
The  fpirit,  that  has  rais'd  Imperial  Rome, 

Masin'ssa. 
Ah,  killing  truth  !—  But  I  have  promis'd,  Scipio  ! 
Have  fvvorn  to  fave  her  from  the  Roman  power. 
My  plighted  faith  is  pafs'd,  my  hand  is  given. 
And,  by  the  confcious  gods !  who  mark'd  my  vows. 
The  whole  united  world  mall  never  have  her. 
For  I  will  die  a  thoufand  thoufand  deaths, 
With  all  MaJJylia  in  one  field  expire  ; 
Ere  to  the  loweit  wretch,  much  lefs  to  her 
I  love,  to  Sopbonijba,  to  my  queen, 
1  violate  my  word. 

Scipio. 

My  heart  approves 
Thy  refolution,  thy  determin'd  honour. 
For  ever  facred  be  thy  word,  and  oath. 
But,  thus  divided,  how  to  keep  thy  faith 
At  once  to  Rome  and  Sopbonijba  ;  how 
To  fave  her  from  our  chains,  and  yet  thyfelf 
From  greater  bondage  ;  this  thy  fecrct  thought 
Can  beft  inform  thee. 

Masinissa. 

Agony !  Diftra&ion  ! 
Thefe  wilful  tears !— O  look  not  on  me,  Scipio  I 
For  I'm  a  child  again, 

Scipio. 


' 
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Scipio. 
Thy  tears  arc  no  reproach. 
Tears  oft  look  graceful  on  the  manly  cheek. 
The  cruel  cannot  weep.     Lo  !  Friendship's  ey& 
Gives  thee  the  drop  it  would  refufe  itfelf. 
I  know  'tis  hard,  wounds  every  bleeding  nerve 
About  thy  heart,  thus  to  tear  off  thy  paflion. 
But  for  that  very  reafon,  MaJiniJJa, 
'Tis  hop'd  from  thee.     The  harder,  thence  refults 
The  greater  glory. — Why  mould  we  pretend 
To  conquer  nations,  and  to  rule  mankind, 
Pre-eminent  in  glory,  place,  and  power, 
While  ilaves  at  heart  ?  while  by  fantaftic  turns- 
Our  frantic  paffions  reign  ?  This  very  thought 
Should  turn  ourpomp  to  fhame,  difgraceour  triumphs^ 
And,  when  the  fhouts  of  millions  rend  our  earsa 
Whifper  reproach. — O  ye  celeftial  powers  1 
What  is  it,  in  a  torrent  of  fuccefs, 
To  overflow  the  world  ;  if  by  the  ftream 
Our  own  enfeebled  minds  are  borne  away 
From  reafon  and  from  virtue  ?  Real  glory 
Springs  from  the  lilent  conqueft  of  ourfelves ; 
And  without  that  the  conqueror  is  nought 
But  the  firft  Have.— Then  roufe  thee,  Mafinijfa  ! 
Nor  in  one  weaknefs  all  thy  virtues  lofe  ; 
And,  oh,  beware  of  long,  of  vain  repentance  ! 

Masinissa. 
Well !  well !  no  more. — It  is  but  dying  too  I 

8CEN  E 
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SCENE    III. 

Scipio  alone. 
I  wifti  I  have  not  urg'd  the  truth  to  rigour  I 
There  is  a  time  when  virtue  grows  fevere, 
Too  much  for  nature,  and  almoft  even  cruel. 


SCENE    IV. 

Scipio,  Ljelius* 

Scipio* 
Poor  Majinijfa,  La!ius>  is  undone  ; 
Betwixt  his  paflion  and  his  reafon  toft 
In  miferable  conflict. 

IjJELIVS. 

Entering,  Scipio, 
He  (hot  athwart  me,  nor  vouchfaf 'd  one  look* 
Hung  on  his  clouded  brow  I  mark'd  defpair, 
And  his  eye  glaring  with  fome  dire  refolve. 
Fad  o'er  his  cheek  too  ran  the  hafty  tear. 
It  were  great  pity  that  he  fhould  be  loft. 

Scipio. 
By  Heavens !  to  lofe  him  were  a  fhock,  as  if 
I  loft  thee,  Lalius,  loft  my  deareft  brother. 
Bound  up  in  friendship  from  our  infant  years,. 
Athoufand  lovely  qualities  endear  him, 

Only 
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Only  too  warm  of  heart. 

What  fhall  be  done  ? 
Scipio. 
Here  let  it  reft,  till  time  abates  his  paflion. 
Nature  is  nature,  Lalius.  let  the  Wife 
Say  what  they  pleafe.     But  now  perhaps  he  dics.- 
Hafte!  haile!  and  give  him  hope. — I  have  not  time 
To  tell  thee  what. — Thy  prudence  will  direct-—. 
Whatever  is  confident  with  nty  hoa  ur, 
My  duty  to  the  public,  and  my  friendfhip 
To  him  himfelf,  fay   promife,  fhall  be  done*.. 
I  hope  returning  reafon  will  prevent 
Our  farther  care. 

hjELIVS. 

I  fly  with  joy, 
Scipio. 

His  life 
Not  only  fave,  but  Sophonijba's  too  : 
For  both  I  fear  are  in  this  paffion  mixt. 

Ljelius. 
It  fhall  be  done. 


SCENE    V. 

Scipio  alone. 

If  friendfhip  fufFers  thus  ; 
When  Love  pours  in  his  added  violence, 
What  are  the  pangs  which  Mafinijfa  feels ! 

SCENE 
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SCENE    VI. 

SOPHONISBA,    PHOENISSA. 
SOPHONISBA. 

Yes,  Mafinija  loves  me — Heavens !  how  fond  1 
•But  yet  I  know  not  what  hangs  on  my  fpirit, 
A  difmal  boding ;  for  this  fatal  Scipio, 
I  dread  his  virtues  ;  this  prevailing  Reman, 
Even  now  perhaps  deludes  the  generous  king. 
Fires  his  ambition  with  miftaken  glory, 
Demands  me  from  him  ;  for  full  well  he  knows, 
That,  while  I  live,  I  mull  intend  their  ruin. 
Phoenissa. 

Madam,  thefe  fears ■ 

Sophonisea. 
And  yet  it  cannot  be. 
Can  Scipio,  whom  even  hoftile  fame  proclaims 
Of  perfect  honour,  and  of  pclifh'd  manners, 
Smooth,  artful,  winning,  moderate,  and  wife, 
Make  fuch  a  wild  demand?  Or,  if  he  coukl, 
Can  MafiniJJ'a  grant  it  ?  give  his  queen, 
Whom  love  and  honour  bind  him  to  protect, 
Yield  her  a  captive  to  triumphant  Rome  ? 
'Tis  bafenefs  to  fufpedl  it ;  'tis  inhuman. 

What  then  remains? — Suppofe  they  mould  rcfolvc 
By  right  of  war  to  feize  me  for  their  prize 
Ay,  there  it  kills ! — What  can  his  fingle  arm 

Againft 
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Again  ft  the  Roman  power  ?  that  very  power 
By  which  he  ftands  reitor'd  ?  Diftra&ing  thought ! 
Still  o'er  my  head  the  rod  of  bondage  hangs. 
Shame  on  my  weaknefs. — This  poor  catching  hope, 
This  tranfient  tafte  of  joy — will  only  more 
Imbitter  death. 

Phoenissa. 
A  moment  will  decide. 

Madam,  till  then 

Sophon  isba. 
Would  1  had  dy'd  before  f 
And  am  T  dreaming  here  ?   Here !  from  the  Remans 
Befeeching  I  may  live  to  fwell  their  triumph  ? 
When  my  free  fpirit  mould  ere  now  have  join'd 
That  great  afibmbly,  thofe  devoted  fhades, 
Who  fcorn'd  to  live  till  liberty  was  loft, 
But  ere  their  country  fell,  abhorr'd  the  light. 
Whence  this  pale  Have?  he  trembles  with  his  meffage. 


SCENE    VII. 

Sophonisba,  Phoenissa;  and  to  them  a  Slave, 
with  a  letter  and poifon  from  Masinissa. 

Slave  kneeling. 
This,  Madam,  from  the  king,  and  this. 
Sophonisba, 

Ha !— Stay. 
{Reads  the  letter. 
Rejoice, 
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ice,  Fhcenijfa  !  Give  me  joy,  my  friend  ! 
For  here  is  liberty  !  my  fears  are  vain. 
The  hand  of  Rome  can  never  touch  me  more  ! 
Hail !  perfeft  freedom,  hail ! 

Phoenissa. 

How  ?  what  ?  my  queen  \ 
.Ah.  !   what  is  this  ?  [Pointing  to. the  poifon. 

SOPHONMSBA. 

The  firtt  of  bleflings,  death* 
Phoenissa. 
Alas  1  alas !  can  I  rejoice  in  that  ? 

SOTHONISBA. 

Shift  not  thy  colour  at  the  found  of  death  ; 
For  death  appears  not  in  a  dreary  light, 
Seems  not  a  blank  to  me,  a  lofs  of  all 
Thofe  fond  fenfations,  thofe  enchanting  dreams, 
Which  cheat  a  tciling  world  from  day  to  day, 
And  form  the  whole  of  happinefs  they  know. 
It  is  to  me  perfection,  glery,  triumph. 
Nay,  fondly  would  I  chufe  it,  tho'  perfuaded 
Jt  were  a  long  dark  night  without  a  morning, 
To  bf  ndage  far  prefer  it  1  fmce  it  is 

ce  from  a  world  where  Romans  rule, 
Where  violence  prevails — And  timely  too — 
Before  my  country  fails  ;  before  I  feel 
As  many  ftripes,  as  many  chains,  and  deaths, 
As  there  are  lives  in  Carthage — Glorious  charter  ! 
By  which  J  hold  immortal  life  and  freedom, 

Come, 
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Come,  let  me  read  thee  once  again. — And  then, 
Obey  the  mandate.  [Reads  the  letter  aloud- 


Masinissa  to  his  Queen. 

The  Gods  know  with  what  pleafure  I  would  have  kept 
my  faith  to  Sophonifba  in  another  manner.  Butfince  this 
fatal  bowl  alone  can  deliver  thee  from  the  Romans;  call 
to  mind  thy  father,  thy  coun/ry,  that  thou  hajl  been  the 
wife  of  two  kings ;  and  a£i  up  to  the  diBates  of  thy  own 
heart,     I  will  not  long  furvive  thee. 

Oh,  'tis  wondrous  well  ? 
Ye  Gods  of  death  who  rule  the  Stygian  gloom  ! 
Ye  who  have  greatly  dy'd  !  I  come  !  I  come  ! 
I  die  contented,  fince  I  die  a  queen, 
By  Rome  tmtouch'd,  unfullied  by  their  power  j 
So  much  their  terror  that  I  mull  not  live. 

And  thou,  go  tell  the  king,  if  this  is  ail 
The  nuptial  prefent  he  can  fend  his  bride, 
1  thank  him  for  it — But  that  death  had  worn 
An  eafier  face,  before  I  trufled  him. 
Add,  hither  had  he  come,  I  could  have  taught 
Him  how  to  die. — I  linger  not,  remember, 
I  ftand  not  Ihivering  on  the  brink  of  life  ; 
And,  but  thefe  votive  drops,  which  grateful  thus 

[Taking  from  them  the  poifon. 
To  Jove  the  high  Deliverer  I  fhed, 

Afiure 
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Afiure  him  that  I  drank  it,  drank  it  all, 

With  an  unalter'd.  {mile Away*  [Drinks, 


SCENE    VIII. 

SOPHONISBA,    PHOENISSA. 
SOPHONISBA. 

My  friend ! 
In  tears,  my  friend  !  Dishonour  not  my  death 
With  womanifh  complaints.     Weep  not  for  me, 
Weep  for  thyfelf,  PhocniJ]'ai  for  thy  country, 
But  not  for  me.     There  is  a  certain  hour, 
Which  one  would  wifh  all  undifturb'd  and  bright, 
No  care,  no  forrow,  no  dejefled  paflions ; 
And  that  is  when  we  die,  when  hence  we  go, 
Ne'er  to  be  feen  again  ;  then  let  us  fpread 
A  bold  exalted  wing,  and  the  laft  voice 
We  hear,  be  that  of"  wonder  and  applaufe. 

Pholnissa. 
Who  with  fuch  virtue  wifhes  not  to  die  ! 

SoPflON  ISBA. 

And  is  the  facred  moment  then  fo  near  ? 

The  moment,  when  yon  fun,  thofe  heavens,  this  earth 

tcful  to  me,  polluted  by  the  Romans , 
And  all  the  bufy  flavim  race  of  men, 

Vol.  W.  F  Shall 
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Shall  fink  at  once  ;  and  ftrait  another  ftate, 

New  fcenes.  new  joys,  new  faculties,  new  wonders, 

Rife  on  a  fudden  round  :  but  this  the  gods 

Jn  clouds  and  horror  wrap,  or  none  would  live. 

Oh- to  be  there! — my  breaft  begins  to  burn  ; 

My  tainted  heart  grows  fick. — Ah  me  !  Pbccnija  ! 

How  many  vjrgins, -infants,  tender  wretches, 

Mufl  feel  thefe  pangs,  ere  Carthage  is  no  more  ! 

Soft  lead  me  to  my  couch — My  lhivering  limbs, 
Do  this  laft'ofSce,  and  then  reft  for  ever. 
J  pray  thee  weep  not,  pierce  me  not  with  groans. 

7  he  king  too  here— Nay  then  my  death  is  full ! 


SCENE     IX. 

SOPHONISEA,    PHOENIS6A,    MaSINISSA,     LiELlVS, 

Narva. 

Masimssa. 
Has  Sophonijba  drank  this  curfed  bowl  ? 
Oh  horror!  horror  !  what  a  fight  is  here ! 

Sophonisb a . 
Had  I  not  drank  it,  Mnfiniffa,  then 
I  had  deferv'd  it. 

Masimssa. 
Exquifite  diftrcfs  ! 
Oh  bitter,  bitter  fate  !  and  this  laft  hope 
Completes  my  woe, 

i  Sop  ho- 
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SOPHONISBA. 

When  will  thefe  ears  be  deaf 
To  mifery's  complaint  ?  Thefe  eyes  be  blind 
To  mifchief  wrought  by  Rome  ? 

Masinissa. 

Too  foon  !  too  foon  !  — . 
Ah  why  fo  hafty  ?  But  a  little  while 
Hadft  thou  delay'd  this  horrid  draught ;  I  then 
Had  been  as  happy,  as  I  now  am  wretched  ! 

Sophonisba. 
What  means  this  talk  of  hope  ?  of  coward  waiting  ? 

Masinissa. 
What  have  I  done  ?  O  Heavens !  I  cannot  think 
On  my  ram  deed  !— But  while  I  talk,  me  dies  ! 
And  how  ?  what?  where  am  I  then  ? — Say,  canft  thou 
Forgive  me,  Sophonijba  ? 

Sophonisba.. 

Yes,  and  more, 
More  than  forgive  thee,  thank  thee,  MafiniJ/a. 
Hadll  thou  been  weak,  and  dally'd  with  my  freedom 
Till  by  proud  Rome  enflav'd ;  that  injury 
I  never  had  forgiven. 

Masinissa. 

I  came  with  life! 
L/rlius  and  I  from  Scipio  hailed  hither ; 
But  death  was  here  before  u% — this  vile  poifon  ! 

Sophonisba. 
With  life  '.—There  was  fome  merit  in  the  poifon  j 
F  2  But 
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But  this  deflroys  it  all.— And  couldft  thou  think 
Me  mean  enough  to  take  it  ? — Oh  !  PbceniJJa  ! 
This  mortal  toil  is  almoft  at  an  end.— 
Receive  my  parting  foul. 

Phobnissa. 

Alas,  my  queen ! 

Masinissa. 
Dies !  dies !  and  fcorns  me  ! — Mercy  !  Sopbonijba-! 
Grant  one  forgiving  look,  while  yet  thou  can  ft ; 
Or  death  itfelf,  the  grave  cannot  relieve  me  : 
But  with  the  furies  join'd,  my  frantic  ghoft 
Will  howl  for  ever. — Quivering  !  and  pale  ! 
Have  I  done  this  ? 

Sophonisba. 

But  for  Rome 
We  might  have  been  moft  happy. — I  conjure  thee 
Be  mild  to  Syphax ;  for  my  fake  regard  him, 
And  let  thy  rage  againil  him  die  with  me. 
Farewel ! — 'Tis  done  !— O  never,  never,  Carthage, 
Shall  1  behold  thee  more  !  [Dies. 

Masinissa. 

Dead  !  dead !  oh  dead  ! 
Is  there  no  death  for  me  ? 

[Snatches  LaeliusV  fnuord  to  ftab  him/elf, . 

LiELIUS. 

Hold,  Mafmijfa  ! 
%  Masinissa. 
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Mas  i  nissa. 
id  wouldft  thou  make  a  coward  of  me,  Latins'? 
tve  me  furvive  that  murder' d  excellence  ? 
Did  fhe  not  ftir?  Ha!  Who  has  fhock'd  my  brain  ? 

It  whirls,  it  blazes. Was  it  thou,  old  man  ? 

•Narva. 
Alas  !  alas  !— good  Mafinijfa,  foftly  ! 
Let  me  conduct  thee  to  thy  couch. 
Masinissa. 

The  grave 
Shall  be  my  couch.— Ye  cannot  make  me  live  ! 
Ye  ftrive  in  vain ! — OfF! — crowd  not  thus  around  me! 
For  I  will  hear,  fee,  think  no  more  ! — Thou  fun, 
With-hold  thy  hated  beams !  And  all  I  want 
Of  thee,  kind  earth,  is  an  immediate  grave! 
Ay,  there  lhe  lies ! — Why  to  that  pallid  fweetnefs 
Cannot  I,  Nature  !  lay  my  lips,  and  die  ! 

[Torozvs  himfelf  bejide  her, 

LJELIU5* 
See  there  the  ruins  of  the  noble  mind 
When  from  calm  Reafon  PafTion  tears  the  fway. 

What  pity  lhe  mould  perim  ! Cruel  War, 

'  i  is  not  the  lead  misfortune  in  thy  train, 
That  oft  by  thee,  the  brave  deftroy  the  brave. 

iad  a  Roman  foul ;  for  every  one 
V.  bo  loves,  like  her,  his  country,  is  a  Roman, 
Whether  on  Africi  fandy  plains  he  glowo, 
Or  lives  unram'd  among  Riphaan  fnows, 

F  3  If> 
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nerous  liberty  the  breaft  inflame, 
The  gloomy  Lybian  then  defer  ves  that  name  : 
And,  warm  with  freedom  under  frozen  flues, 
In  fauhelt  Britain  Romans  yet  may  rife. 


The  f  net  of  the  fifth  A3. 
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EPILOGUE. 

By  a  Friend. 
:cn  by  Mrs.  C  i  B  B  E  R. 


one 


"\J  0  IV,  I'm  afraid,  the  modcjl  tafle  in 

Demands  a  frong,  high  fcafott'd epilogue, 
Elfe  might  fane  Jilly  foul  take  pity's  part, 
And  odious  virtue  fink  into  the  heart. 

Our  fqueamijh  author  fcrupks  this, proceeding  ; 
He  fays  it  hurts  found  morals,  and  good  breeding  ; 
Nor  Sophonifba  would  he  here  produce, 
A  glaring  model,  of  no  private  ufe. 
Ladies,  he  bid  me  fay,  behold  your  Cato# 
// hat  thoy  no  Stoic  /he,  nor  read  in  Plato  ? 
Yet  fure  /he  offer  d,  for  her  country's  fake, 
A  ficr'ficc,  tiv bicb  Cato  could  not  ms 
—Already,  novj,  thefe  wicked  men  are  fnecring. 
Seme  wrcfting  what  one  fays,  and  others  leering, 
I  vow  they  have  not  force  for — public  fpirit. 
That,  ladies,  mu/i  be  your  fuperior  merit, 

Mercy  f.rbid!  we  Jhould  lay  down  our  lives ; 
Like  thefe  old,  Punic,  barbarous  heathen  wives, 

F  4  Sparr 
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Spare  Chriftiah  blood.- But  fure  the  devil's  in  her, 

Who  for  her  country  would  not  lofe  a  pinner. 

—  Lard  !  bow  could  fucb  a  creature  Jhew.her  face  ? 

How  ?-JuJl  as  you  do  there-thro'  BrufTels  Lace. 

¥be  Roman  fair,  the  public  in  dijirefs, 

Gave  up  the  deareji  ornaments  of  drefs. 
How  much  more  cheaply  might  you  gain  applaufe  ?. 
—  One  yard  of  Ribban  and  two  ells  of  Gaufe. 
And  Gaufe  each  deep-read  critic  mujl  adore ; 
Tour  Roman  ladies  drejYd  in  Gaufe  alt  o'er. 
Should  you,  fair  patriots,  come  to  drefs  fo  thin  ; 
How  clear  might  all  your— fent inert s  be  feen. 
To  foreign  looms  no  longer  owe  your  charms ; 
Nor  make  their  trade  more  fatal  than  their  arms. 
Each  Britifh  dame,  who  courts  her  country's  praift, 
By  quitting  thefe  outlandifh  modes,  might  raijh 
(Not  from  yon  powder' d  band,  fo  thitr,  and  fpvuce) 
Ten  able-bodied  men,  for —public  ufe. 

But  now  aferious  word  about  the  play. - 

Aufpicious  fmile  on  this  his  firji  effay  ; 

Te  generous  Britons  I  your  own  fons  infpire  ; 

Let  your  applaufes  fan  their  native  fre. 

Then  other  Shakefpears  yet  may  rouze  the  flagi, 

And  other  Otways  melt  another  age. 


ANup* 


A  Nuptial  Song,  intended  to  have  been, 
infer  ted  in  the  Fourth  A6t. 

COME,  gentle  Venus  !  and  afTuage 
A  warring  world,  a  bleeding  age. 

For  Nature  lives  beneath  thy  ray, 

The  wintry  terapefts  hafte  away, 

A  lucid  calm  invefts  the  fea, 

Thy  native  deep  is  full  of  thee  y 

TJie  flowering  earth,  where- e*er  you  fly,. 

Is  all  o'er  fpring,  all  fun  the  fky. 

A  genial  fpirit  warms  the  breeze  ; 

Unfeen  among  the  blooming  trees, 

The  feather'd  lovers  tune  their  throat, 

The  defart  growls  a  foften'd  note, 

Glad  o'er  the  meads  the  cattle  bound,. 
And  love  and  harmony  go  round. 
But  chief  into  the  human  heart 
You  ftrike  the  dear  delicious  dart ; 
You  teach  us  pleafing  pangs  to  know 
To  languifh  in  luxurious  woe, 
To  feel  the  generous  paflions  rife, 
Grow  good  by  gazing,  mild  by  fighs ; 
Each  happy  moment  to  improve, 
And  fill  the  perfect  year  with  love, 

F  5  Ccmc, 
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Gcme,  thou  delight  of  heaven  and  earth  ! 
To  whom  all  creatures  owe  their  birth  ; 
Oh  come,  fweet  fmiling  !  tender,  come  ! 
And  yet  prevent  our  final  doom. 
For  long  the  furious  god  of  war 
Has  cruiYd  us  with  his  iron  car, 
Has  rag"d  along  our  ruin'd  plains, 
Has  foil'd  them  with  his  cruel  ftains, 
Has  funk  our  youth  in  endlefs  fleep, 
-And  made  the  widow'd  virgin  weep. 
Now  let  him  feel  thy  wonted  charms  ; 
Oh  take  him  to  thy  twining  arms ! 
And,  while  thy  bofom  heaves  on  his, 
While  deep  he  prints  the  humid  kifs, 
Ah  then  !  his  fiormy  he'art  controul,. 
And  figh  thyfelf  into  his  foul. 


AGAMEM- 


Vol  in 


AGAMEMNON. 


TRAGEDY. 


I'  6 


TO    HER 

ROYAL   HIGHNESS 

THE 

Princefs  of  Wales. 

Madam, 

1  Humbly  beg  leave  to  put  this  Tra- 
gedy under  the  Prote&ion  of  Ycur 
Royal  Highnefs  ;  and  hope  You  will 
condefcend  to  accept  of  it,   as   a  Tef- 

timony 


DEDICATION. 

timony  of  the  mod  unfeigned  and  zeal- 
ous Refpeft,  due  no  lefs  to  Your  AmU 
able  Virtues,  than  to  Your  High  Rank, 
from, 


Madam, 
Tour  Royal  Highness's 
Mofi  dutiful*  and  mrft. 

Obedient  humble  Servant^ 


JAMES  THOMSON.. 


PROLOGUE. 

By  the  Author  of  Eurydice.  V 
Spoken  by  Mr.  Q_u  i  N. 

TJ/'HEN  this  decifve  night,  at  length,  appears, 
The  night  of  every  author's  hopes  and  fears  ; 
What  Jbifts  to  bribe  applaufe,  poor  poets  try  ? 
In  all  the  fcrms  of  wit  they  court  and  lye  :  • 
Thcfe  meanly  beg  it,  as  an  alms  ;  and  Thofe, 
By  baajiful  blujlcr  daxxle  and  impefe. 

Nor  poorly  fearful,  nor  fecurely  -vain, 
Ours  would,  by  honejl  ways,  that  grace  obtain, 
Would,  as  a  free  born  wit,  be  fairly  tryd: 
And  then — let  truth  and  candour,  fair,  decide. 
He  courts  no  friend,  who  blindly  comes  to  praife  ; 
He  dreads  no  foe — but  whom  his  faults  may  raife*.    , 

Indulge  a  generous  pride,  that  bids  him  own, 
He  aims  to  pLeafe,  by  noble  means,  alone ; 
By  what  may  win  the  judgment,  wqke  the  heart,. 
Infpiri'ig  nature,  and  directing  art ; 
By  fcenes,  Jo  wrought,  fo  raised,  as  may  command 
Applaufe,  mart  from  the  head,  than  from  the  hand* 

In. port  ant  is  the  moral  we  would  teach  : 
(OL  may  this  I/land  praflife  what  we  preach  !) 
Pice  in  its  fir Jl  approach  with  care  to  fiun  ; 
The  wretch  who  once  engages,  is  undone. 
Crimes  lead  to  greater  crimes,  and  link  fo  fir  eight, 
What  firjl  was  accident,   af  lajl  is  fate  : 
Guilt  s  haplefs  fervant  finks  into  a  flave  ; 
And  virtue  s  lajl  fad  Jit  Ugglingi  cannot  fave. 

u   As  fuch  our  fair  attempt,  wejjtpe  to  Jle 
' 1   Our  judges, —  here  at  leaf,— from  influence  free  ; 
u   (J/te  place—  unbiased  yet  by  party  rage, — 
M   Where  only  honour  votes,— the  Iritifh  ft  age. 
"    We  aft  for  jujli>  e,  for  indulgence  fue  : 
U  Our  lajl  bejl  licence  mujl  proceed  from  you.** 

The 


The  Perfons  reprefented. 


Agamemnon, 

Egisthus, 

Melisander, 

Arcas, 

Orestes, 

Talthybius  Herald' 

Officers*  &c. 


Mr.  %/*. 
Mr.  Milward. 
Mr.  Gibber.. 
Mr.  Wrights 
Mr.  Green. 
Mr.  Hauard. 


Clytemnestra,. 

Cassandra, 

Electra, 

Attendant  of  Clytemneftra, 


Mrs.  Porter* 
Mrs.  Cibber. 
Mifs  2te/y. 
Mrs.  Fur  nival. 


Trojan  Captives,  fcfr. 

SCENE, 

The  Palace  of  Jgamemnon>  in  Myeena* 


AGAMEMNON 


TRAGEDY. 


ACT    I,     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Clytemnestra,  fitting  in  a  difconftlate  pofiurc, 
and  her  Attendant- 


Attendant. 

OCIytemneJtra  I  O  my  royal  mi  ft  re  fs  ? 
Can  then  no  comfort  footheyour  woes  a  while  ? 
E'er  fince  that  flaming  fignal  of  fackt  Troyt 
That  fignal  fix'd  and  promis'd  by  the  king, 
Was  feen  fome  nights  ago,  nor  food  has  pafs'd 
Your  loathing  lips,  nor  deep  has  blefs'd  your  eyes. 
Or  if  perhaps  a  tranfient  dumber  hufhM 
Your  fighs  a  moment,  aad  reflrain'd  your  tears ; 

Sudden,. 
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Sudden,  you,  darting  wildly,  would  exclaim 
Of  Guilt,  Egijlhusy  Troy,  and  Agamemnon. 
Sure,  'tis  too  much,  my  queen. 

Clytem  n  estra. 

Away !  away! 
Since  my  loft  ftate  admits  of  no  relief, 
To  that  fad  comfort  of  the  wretched  leave  me, 
To  yield  me  to  my  forrows. 

Attendant. 

Hear  me,  Madam. 
Once  the  dear  burden  of  thefe  aged  arms  1 
My  tender  care  from  life's  firft  opening  bud  ! 
My  joy  !  my  glory  !  hear  your  faithful  fervant, 
And,  let  me  add,  your  friend. — In  reafon's  eye, 
That  never  judges  on  a  partial  view, 
Far  lefs  than  your  misfortune  is  your  guilt.—— 
Your  guilt — Forgive  me,  'tis  too  harm  a  wordr 
For  what  defcrvcs  companion  more  than  blame. 
I  know  the  treacherous  ways  by  which  you  funk, 
From  pleafing  peace,  to  thefe  unhappy  fears, 

This  anxious  tumult. 

Clytemnestr  a. 

Hide  me  from  the  view ! 
All  comfort  is  in  vain. — Away  f 
Attendant. 

Allow  me, 
To  plead  your  injur'd  caufe  again  ft  yourfelf. 

When  Agamemnon  led  the  Greeks  to  Trey, 
And  left  you,  Madam,  for  the  pomp  of  war  j. 

Left 
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Left  you  the  pride  of  Greece  in  full-blown  beauty, 

The  kindefl  mother  and  the  fondeft  wife  ; 

If  Fame  fays  true,  for  T,cjan  captives  left  you— 

But  that  apart.  — How  did  he  leave  you,  fay  r 

AfRi&ed,  out-rag'd,  as  a  a^een  and  mother; 

Betray'd  to  Aulis  with  your  frft-born  Mope, 

The  blooming  Ipbigenia,  under  feint 

Of  her  immediate  marriage  to  Achilles  ; 

And  there  no  fooner  at  the  wind-bound  fleet 

Arriv'd,  but  you  beheld  her  fpotlefs  blood 

Stream  on  the  fully'd  altar  of  Diana, 

The  price  of  winds,  of  a  dear-purchas'd  gale, 

To  bear  them  on  to  Troy.    1  I: us  pierc'd  with  grief, 

Then  flr'd  by  turns  to  rage,  almoft  to  vengeance, 

At  an  ambitious  cruel  haughty  hufband  ; 

While  all  your  pafficns  were  together  mix'd, 

And  ready  for  a  change  ;  was  you  not  left 

Jn  a  fubmiflive  foothing  lover's  power, 

d  your  partner  in  the  fovereign  rule, 
O'er  Argos  and  Myeena,  but  to  you  • 

As  pliant  ftill  as  Agamemnon  flately  ? 

Ci  ,  r'?fi>''g- 

Alas !   too  true!  You  touch  the  fource  of  woe. 
V  hy  did  you  leave  me,  barbarous  Agamemnon  ? 
Why  leave  me  weeping  o'er  a  murder'd  daughter  ? 
Why  helplcfs  leave  rr.e  to  a  troubled  mind  r 
Ah  !  why  jrtrorfeif  betray  me  to  a  lover  ? 
;  us'd  too  well  I  know  ; 
All  that  can  foftly  ileal,  or  gayly  charm, 

The 
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The  heart  of  woman Hence,  dear  fad  idea*!' 

Deftroyers  hence !  And  dare  you  tempt  me  ftill* 

Perfidious  Sirens  I  in  that  very  moment 

When  your  falfecharmshavewrecktmy  peace  for  ever? 

Oh,  Nature  !  wherefore,  Nature,  are  we  form'd 

One  contradi&ion  ?   the  continual  fport 

Of  fighting  powers  ?  Oh  !  wherefore  haft  thou  fowrt 

Such  war  within  us,  fuch  unequal  conflict,. 

Between  flow  reafon  and  impetuous  paffion  ?. 

Pafiion  refiftlefs  hurries  us  away, 

Ere  lingering  reafon  to  our  aid  can  com* 

And  to  upbraid  us  then  it  only  ferves* 

Tormentor,  ceafe  1 

Attendant. 

You  wrong  yourfelf  too  much. 
Think,  Madam,  how  for  years  you  baffled  love  : 
Nor  could  Egifthusy  tho'  he  touch'd  your  heart, 
Tho'  many  a  midnight  tear,  and  fecret  figh, 
To  me,  and  me  alone,  difclos'd  the  pangs, 
That  dimm'd  your  fading  cheek ;  yet  could  he  norri 
With  all  his  arts,  his  love,  fubmiffion,  charms, 
O'ercome  the  ftruggling  purpofe  of  your  foul  ^ 
Till  Melifander,  to  a  defart  iile, 
He  banifh'd  from  your  ear. 

Clytemnestra, 

Ah,  Melifander  I 
Given  to  the  beails  a  prey,  or  wilder  famine  ; 
Ah,  perifh'd  friend  !  ferene  directing  light* 
By  Agamemnon  left  to  guide  my  crmnfels  ; 
Whom  every  fcience,  every  mufe  adorn  d, 

While 
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While  the  good  honed  heart  enrich'd  them  all ; 

•Oh  hadft  thou  ftill  remain'd,  then  /,  this  day, 

Had  been  as  glorious  as  I  now  am  wretched  I 

There  breathes  a  felt  divinity  in  virtue, 

In  candid  unafluming  generous  virtue, 

Whofe  very  filence  fpeaks ;  and  which  infpires, 

Without  proud  formal  leiTons  a  difdain 

Of  mean  injurious  vice      But  loft  with  him, 

With  Mtli/ander,  reafon,  honour,  pride, 

Truth,  found  advice,  my  better  genius  fled  ; 

I  friendlefs,  flatter'd,  importun'd  and  charm'd, 

Was  left  alone  with  all-feducing  love ; 

Love  to  the  future  blind,  each  fober  thought, 

Each  confequence  defpifing,  fcorning  all, 

But  what  its  own  enchanting  dreams  fuggeft.- 

What  could  I  do  ? — Away  !  fclf  flattering  guilt ! 

I  mould  have  thought,  when  honour  once  is  fully  d, 

No*  weeping  mercy's  tears  can  wain  it,  clean  ; 

And  that  one  blot  on  mine  diffus'd  a  ftain 

O'er  the  proud  honour  of  a  wedded  king, 

And  o'er  my  children's  my  poor  blamelefs  children's! 

Whofe  checks  will  kindle  at  their  mother's  name  : 

I  fhould  have  thought — Would!  could  think  no  more! 

To  think  is  torture  ! 

Attendant. 

What  avails  it,  Madam — 
Clytemnestra. 
O  Melifander  !  If  the  dead  could  hear/ 
J  would  invoke  thy  friendly  influence  now, 

Would 
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Would  with  thee  prefent  in  this  hour  of  trouble. 
Perhaps  there  is  in  wifdom,  gentle  wifdonr, 
That  knows  our  frailties,  therefore  can  forgive, 
Some  healing  comfort  for  a  guilty  mind, 
Some  power  to  charm  it  into  peace  again, 
And  bid  it  fmile  anew  with  right  affections. 
No  !  fruitlefs  with  !  —  It  cannot,  cannot  be  ! 
Egiftkus  who  may  henceforth  give  me  laws, 
Dread  of  difcovery,  that  worft.  tyrant,  (ha  me, 
And  my  own  confcious  blotted  heart  forbid  it, 

Forbid  retreat 

Attendant. 
Madam,  behold  the  man, 
Who,  then  upon  the  watch,  obferv'd  the  fignal 
Of  conquer'd  Troy,  and  now  attends  your  orders 
To  give  a  full  account  of  what  he  faw. 


SCENE    ir. 

Clytemnestra,  her  Attendants,  and  the 

Man  zuho  obfervd  the  fignal. 

Clytemnestra. 
Are  you  then  fure  that  you  beheld  this  fignal  ? 
Or  was  it  not  fome  vifion  c-f  the  brain, 
That  painted,  while  you  fiept,  your  waking  with  ? 
Or  clfe  perhaps  fome  meteor  of  the  night  r 

Man. 
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Man. 
Madam,  Troy  doubtlefs  lies  one  heap  of  ruins; 
I  faw  the  fignal  of  its  fate  dillinftly. 
The  night  was  dark  and  dill.     A  heavier  gloom 
Ne'er  covcr'd  earth.     In  lowering  clouds,  the  ftars 
Were  muffied  deep  ;  and  not  one  ray,  below, 
O'er  all  Mycena  glimmer'd,  or  around  it. 
When  ftrait,  at  fartheft  eaft,  a  ruddy  light 
Sprung  up,  and,  wide-encreafing,  roll'd  along ; 
By  turns  diminiih'd,  and  by  turns  renew'd, 
A  wave  of  fire  :  at  laft,  it  flam'd,  confefs'd, 
from  ifle  to  ifle,  and  beachy  point  to  point : 
Till  the  lad  blaze  at  Nauplia  ended,  plain. 
A  glorious  fight  !   and  as  a  Greek  rejoic'd  me. 

Clytemnestra, 
How  fits  the  wind  ? 

Man. 
It  blows  from  Troy,  direct ; 
A  bold  and  fteady  gale. 

Clyteyinestra. 

'Tis  well.     Retire. 
Your  care  and  faithful  pains  (hall  be'rewarded. 


SCENE     III. 
Clhemnestra,   her  Attendant. 

C\   \  '  R  \. 

He  comes !  he  comes !  the  haplcfs  viclor  comes  ! 
trophv'd  vcflcl  rlrcaks  the  main, 

And 
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And  ploughs  the  billows  with  triumphant  prow; 
Or  by  glad  crowds  receiv'd,  perhaps,  he  hails 
His  native  fhore,  and  prefTes  on  to  (hame. 
Even  now  with  glory  charg'd,  with  conqueft  gay, 
Crown'd  with  the  laurels  of  ten  famous  years, 
He  dreams  to  join  them  to  the  peaceful  olive  ; 
And  after  rugged  toils  and  perilous  war, 
Soft  to  repofe  him  on  the  myrtle  bed 
Of  calm  domeftic  blifs.     How  vain  the  hopes ! 
How  fhort  ^he  profpecl  of  believing  man  1 
I  dare  not  look  before  me,  dare  not  paint 
The  rifing  ftorm. 

Attendant. 

Behold  Egijthus,  Madam. 
Clytemnestra, 
Leave  me. 


SCENE    IV. 
Clytemnestra,  Egisthus. 

E g  i  s  t  h  u  s,  after  fome  fdence. 

And  is  it  thus,  O  Clytemneftra^ 
Thus  that,  in  hours  of  danger,  lovers  meet  ? 

[Paufing, 
Still  coldly  filent,  ftill  the  look  averted, 
Where  not  one  foftnefs  glows  ?  While  anger,  fear, 
T)ifguft  and  fick  repentance,  fhifting,  cloud 
Your  vary'd  cheek.     Tis  plain  you  never  lov'd. 

Cly- 
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Clytemnestra. 
Ch  that  I  never  had  ! 

Egisthus. 
You  never  did. 
The  very  power  to  wiih  it  proves  you  did  not. 

Clytemnestra. 
He  ne'er  deferv'd  my  love,  who  dares  fufpett  it. 

Egisthus. 
Not  to  fufpedl  it  weaknefs  were  and  folly* 

Clytemnestra. 
Nor  only  doubt ;  believe  your  doubts. 
Egisthus. 

I  do. 
Clytemnestra, 
You  do ! 

Egisthus. 
Nay  more,  am  of  their  truth  afiur'd. 
Clytemnestra. 
'Tis  bafe,  ungrateful,  an  ungenerous  infult, 
To  tell  me  this.     Urge  not  too  far,  Egijibus, 
Urge  not  too  far  my  guilt-dejefted  fpirit. 
Tho'  you  have  trampl'd  on  my  haughty  virtue, 
That  noble  pride  of  foul,  which  knows  no  fear, 
And  bears  no  infult ;   yet  to  you,  at  lead, 
To  you  of  all  mankind,   1  will  be  bold, 
As  I  had  never  err'd,  will  be  a  queerr, 
The  blood  of  Jove,  be  Clytemnepra  flill. 

Egisthi  s. 
Be  temperate,  Madam  :  I  have  told  you  nothing, 
Vol.  III.  G  But 
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But  that  I  am  not  worthy  of  your  love. 

Clytemnestra. 
Curfe  on  that  pride  !  which,  with  affected  brow, 
Humility  conceals.     And  am  I  then  Co  vile, 
So  loft  to  reafon,  honour,  common  honour; 
As  without  love,  that  all-compelling  fury, 
Without  debafing,  thoughtlefs,  blind  blind  love  ; 
To  bow  me  from  the  height  of  happy  life, 
To  thrs  low  fearful  ilate  of  coward  (name  ? 
Mifiake  me  not — I  would  not  wafte  one  word, 
One  pafiing  word,  affronted  thus  to  fave  you 
From  jealoufy's  worft  rage  ;  did  not,  alas ! 
A  kind  of  mournful  juftice  to  myfelf 
Tear  from  my  fwelling  heart  the  mean  confcffion. 
How  art  thou  fallen  !  to  what  difhonour  fallen  ! 
Unhappy  Cfytemneftra  ! 

Egisthus. 

Harfh  conftru&ion ! 
And  yet  thefe  frowns  delight,  that  anger  charms  me, 

O  more  than  lovely  !  O  majeftic  fair  one  ! 
Since  you  then  know  the  jealous  force  of  love, 
Forgive  its  tender  fears,  its  fond  offence  ; 
Offence  I  could  not  mean. 

Clytemnestra. 
Ill-fated  me  ! 
Who  mull  forgive. 

Egisthus. 

Nay  rather  caft  me  from  you, 
Than  thus  upbraid  me  with  fo  forc'd  a  pardon. 

7  QCly* 
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O  Clytcmnejira  /  where  are  now  thofe  looks, ' 
Thofe  looks  of  fmiling  heaven,  of  radiant  fweetnefs, 
That  wak'd  our  morn  of  love?  Within  whofe  fphere, 
No  evil  durfl:  approach,  no  fadnefs  dwell ; 
While  the  charm'd  gazer  knew  nor  fear  nor  danger? 
And  fet  they  then  at  laft  in  gloomy  quarrels? 
Let  us  not  quarrel.     Why  mould  lovers  quarrel  ? 
Life  is  for  that  too  (hart,  too  precious  time ; 
Thefe  moments  chiefly,  thefe  impetuous  moments, 
That  to  the  brink  of  ruin  feem  to  roll 
Our  mingled  fate.     E\en  now  — 

C  'TRA,     f 

'Tis  true  !  'lis  tr- 
;   methinks,  in  every  hollow  I 
That  makes  this  palace,  dgatntmncn  dew 
Yes,  yes,  Egijihus,  Mill  a  proof  remains, 
A  matchlefs  proof  of  love,  J  mean  to  ^ive  you. 
Glad  will  I  throw  this  regal  pomp  afide, 
And,  inrtant,  with  you  feck  fome  diilant  country, 
Some  gloomy  Tbracian  dale,  where  piny  Hcmus, 
May  wrap  us  in  impenetrable  (hade  : 
There,  there,  the  coarfeft  life,  fed  by  hard  toil, 
Will  be  luxurious  eafe  to  what  1  feci, 
To  this  big  pang  that  labours  at  my  heart, 
And  fires  my  mingling  paflions  into  anguiih. 
Quick  !  let  us  ily,  Egijlbus,  fly  this  moment ! 
The  next  may  frize  us,  bind  us  down  to  lhame, 
Deteiled  ihame  ! 

G  2  thus. 


tH        AGAMEMNON. 

ECISTHL'S. 

What  !   Clytetnnejira  !  fly  ! 
1  hat  is  indeed  the  road  direft  to  fhame, 
To  infamy  for  ever.     He  who  flies, 
In  war  or  peace,  who  his  great  purpofe  yields, 
He  is  the  only  villain  of  this  world  : 
But  he  who  labours  firm  and  gains  his  point, 
Be  what  it  will,  which  crowns  him  with  fuccefs, 
He  is  the  fon  of  fortune  and  of  fame, 
By  thofe  admir'd,  thofe  fpccious  villains  mod, 
That  elfe  had  bellow'd  out  reproach  againft  him. 

Befides  your  hufband,  your  vain-glorious  hufband, 
Proud  Jgamemnon,  who  ten  years  has  warr'd 
At  Troy,  to  fcourge  your  filler  Helen  s  rape. 
Dream  you  that  he  would  not  purfue  our  flight, 
Tho'  we  took  ihelter  in  Cimmerian  fhades, 
And  drag  us  back,  the  fcorn  of  huffing  Greece, 
To  then  deferv'd,  to  true,  unpity'd  lhame. 

Clytemnestra. 
Fxcufe  my  weaker  heart.     But  how,  Egifthus, 
How  mail  I  bear  an  injur'd  hulband's  eye  ? 
'i  he  fierceft  foe  wears  not  a  look  fo  dreadful, 
As  does  the  man  we  wrong. 

Egjsthijs. 

Madam,  your  fears 
Caft  a  falfe  glare  upon  your  troubled  reafon, 
That  blinds  it  quite.— An  injur'd  hufband  he  ! 
He  wrong'd  !  No,  CljtemneJIra  never,  never, 
Can  never  wrong  her  tyrant  Jgamemnon, 
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Tyrant  of  common  Greece;  can  never  wrong 

The  man  who  leaves  her  ten  regardlefs  years, 

For  the  vain  honours  of  a  foolifh  war  ; 

Nay,  who  confum'd  thofe  years,  if  Fame  fpeaks  true,. 

Jn  nothing  lefs  than  war;  inftead  of  war, 

In  (hameful  fquabbles  with  his  nobler  friends, 

About  their  captive  females,  training  out 

An  amorous  revel  rather  than  a  war, 

Far  from  his  country,  family  and  queen. 

And  can  you  wrong  this  falfe  one  ?  Think  of  Aulis, 

How  bafely  to  that  port  you  was  betray'd, 

And  what  dire  nuptials  waited  there  your  daughter. 

Think  with  what  price  he  bought  his  cruel  trophiesi 

Behold  the  firft-born  bloflbm  of  your  youth, 

Your  Iphigenia,  her  mild  eyes  dejected, 

Her  cheek  o'ercaft  with  fear,  her  bofom  bare, 

An  helplefs,  harmlefs,  uncomplaining  victim, 

Stabb'd  by  the  murderous  Calchas;  whilft  her  father, 

Her  unrelenting  father,  to  protect 

The  facrifice,  (lands  by.     Behold,  fhe  bleeds, 

Pours  the  rich  ftream  (he  drew  from  that  fair  bofom, 

Falls  like  a  drooping  flower  untimely  cut ; 

And  all  to  purchafe  for  her  fire's  impatience, 

From  fome  fell  demon  that  bely'd  Dianay 

A  rifing  gale.     The  gale  begins  to  blow, 

The  pendants  flutter  ;  when  away  he  goes, 

Gayly  he  goes ;  and  leaves  a  wretched  mother, 

To  weep  her  murder  d  child. — !f  yet  one  fpark 

Of  wontvd  fpirit  burns  in  Clytemaejira, 

G  3  tf 
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If  Hie  Hill  lives  to  juilice  and  to  nature ; 
Thefe,  thefe  are  wrongs,  that  call  aloud  for  vengeance; 
And  there  are  hands  that  boldly — Hart  not,  Madam— 
Thar  will  with  pride  avenge  you. 
Clytemnestra. 

Ha  !  what  hands  ? 
What  vengeance,  fay  ?  Touch  not  fo  wild  a  itring; 
It  wakes  new  difcord  in  my  jarring  foul. 
To  the  juft  gods,  not  us,  pertaineth  vengeance. 
I  cannot,  will  not,  e'er  confent  to — Gods  ! 
\V  here  roves  my  tongue? — You  did  not  mention  that. 
You  did  not  mean  it  fure — O  fpare,  Egijlhus^. 
In  pity  {pare  my  Jail  remains  of  virtue  1 
Oh  make  me  not  beyond  recovery  vile ! 
A  horror  to  myfelf! — How  wretched  they, 
Who  iQe\,  yet  cannot  fave,  their  dying  virtue  ! 

[4  flout  heard. 
What  means  this  tranfport  of  the  madning  people? 
Gh  my  prefaging  heart  I — Save  me  .'—Again  ! 
.Ah !  little  think  they  how  their  joy  distracts  me ! 

Egisthus. 
Some  move,  this  way— Refume your  temper,  Madam*. 


SCENE. 
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SCENE    V. 

To  Clytemnestra  an  Officer  belonging  to 
the  Court* 

Officer. 
Madam,  the  king  is  near,  from  Nauplia  comes ; 
But  fuch  rejoicing  crowds  around  liiin  throng, , 
A%  makc9  his  journey  flew.     Juft  now  arriv'd 
Taltbybiui  brings  the  news,  and  craves  admittance. 

Clytemnestra. 
Conduct,  him  hither. 


SCENE    VI. 

Clytemnestra,  alone. 

Oh  too  faithful  fignal ! 
Now  mull  I  take  another  flep  in  vice. 
Down,  ftubborn  heart !  and  learn  difiimulation  : 
Yes,  learn  to  fmile,  tho'  forrow  wrap  thee  round  ; 
Learn  to  be  friends  with  bafenefs. — See  !  how  gay 
This  herald  ftrides  along !  Miftaken  man  I 


SCENE 
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Clytemnestra,  Talthybius,  with  fome 
Grecian  foldiers  that  attend  him, 

Cl  YTEMNESTRA, 

Welcome,  Talthybius ;  welcome,  ye  brave  Greeks, 
How  fares  the  King  ? 

Talthybius. 

Madam,  the  king  is  well ; 
Health,  happinefs,  and  glory,  join  to  crown  him; 
His  heart,  impatient  to  confer  with  yours, 
Sends  me  before  him  with  its  warmer!:  wiihes, 
Its  warmeft  gratulations.     "  Tell,"  he  faid, 
*'  Go  tell  my  Clytemnejlra,  that  the  thoughts 
"  Of  meeting  her  awake  a  dearer  joy 
*'  Than  ccnqueft  ever  gave  :  even  tedious  feems 
"  My  people's  love,  that  lofes  me  a  moment." 

This  crown  which  circled  once  the  royal  brows 
Of  Hecuba,  of  Priam "s  lofty  queen, 
He  prays  you  to  accept. 

Clytemnestra. 

There  fet  it  down. 
I  own,  Talthybius,  the  foft  moifture  fills 
My  womanifh  eyes,  while  on  the  fudden  turns 
Of  Fate  I  think,  on  Fortune's  fad  reverfes. 
Oft  when  blind  mortals  think  themfelves  fecur.e, 
In  height  of  blifs,  they  touch  the  brink  of  ruin. 
But  fure  your  voyage  has  been  wondrous  quick, 
Not  three  full  days. — Is.  all  the  fleet  returned  ? 

Tal~ 
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Talthybius. 

No,  Madam  ;  none,  except  this  Tingle  fhip, 
Which  bore  the  king  :  the  reft  are  fcatter'd  wide. 

When.to  the  joyous  breeze  we  fpread  our  fails, 
And  left  that  bay,  where  Simois  and  Scamander 
Mix  with  the  rapid  Hellefpont-;  while  Troy, 
Or  what  was  Troy,  yet  wreathing  fmoak  to  heaven*. 
And  Ida's  woody  top,  receding,  funk 
Beneath  the  trembling  main,  the  fky  was  fair; 
And,  wing'd  our  courfe  with  flender  airs,  we  fail'd.,.* 
Till  ftrait,  as  evening  fell,  the  fluttering  gale,     . 
Encreafing  gradual  from  the  red  north-eait. 
Blew  itiff  and  fierce.     At  laft  the  tempeft  howl'd.. 
Next  morning,  nought  but  angry  feas  and  ikies 
Appear'd,  conflicting,  round.    Mean  time,  right  on,, 
Cur  ftrong-ribb  d  veflel  drove  before  the  biaft, 
That,  falling  fomewhat  off  its  fury,  gave  us 
A  quick  aufpicious  voyage.     Safe,  we  pafs'd 
The  Cyclad  iflcs,  that,  o'er  the  troubled  deep, 
Seem'd  then  to  float  amidft  the  mingling  ilorm. . 
Only  at  one,  with  much  ado,  we  touch'd, 
Nor  without  rifque. 

Clytemnestra. 
And  why  1 
Talthybius. 

Madam,  compell'd' 
By  facred  pity.     On  the  foaming  beach, 
A  miferable  figure  beck'ning  ftood, 
Horrid  and  wild,  with  famine  worn  away. 
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His  plaintive  voice,  half  by  the  murmuring  fur 
Abforpt,  juft  reach'd  our  ears.     Jn  Greek  he  call'd. 
And  itrong  adjur'd  us  by  the  gentle  gods, 
That  make  the  wretched  their  peculiar  cere, . 
To  bear  him  thence,  from  favage  folitude, 
Into  the  chearful  haunts  of  men  again. 

Clytemnestra. 
What  ?— Of  condition  look'd  he  ? 
Talthybius. 

So  he  feem'd ;: 
Tho'  dimm'd  by  helplefs  folitary  Jife. 
The  king  regards  him  much- — Forgive  me,  Madam;; 
I  fee  the  rueful  image  but  difiurbs 
Your  generous  fcul. 

Clytemnestra. 
I  thank  you,  good  Talthybius  m}* 
jAnd  from  the  king  himfelf  will  learn  the  reft. 
This  ring,  on  which  a  victory  is  carv'd 
With  curious  art,  befits  the  news  you  bring, 
I  am  your  debtor  {till ;  and,  foldiers,  you*?. 


End  of  t&$  Firft- J8i 
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ACT    II.      SCENE    L 

CLYTEMNESTRA,    ATTENDANTr 

Clytemnestra. 

ARriv'd  To  foon  !  I  am  not  half  prepar'd  : 
My  features  all  are  funk  with  confcious  fhamc; 
My  eyes  are  yet  too  tender  to  diflemble. 

Attendant. 
Madam,  be  firm.     Wipe  offthefe  gloomy  tears, 
In  which  too  plain  is  read  your  troubled  foul. 
Juft  now  the  trumpet  fpoke  the  king's  approach,, 

Clytemnestra. 
'Tis  come,  at  Jaft,  the  trying  hour  is  come ! 
Oh  that  my  heart  were  hard,  and  features  falfe  !-— 

Again  thefe  trumpets  fwcll 

Attendant. 

A  moment,  Madam* 
A  moment  will  betray  you. 

Clytemnestra. 
Open,  earth, 
And  fwallow  up  my  fhamc  ! — What  can  I  do  fi 
Where  look  ?  what  fay  ?  confufion  !  torture  ! 

Ci  6  .  At  ten* 
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Attendant. 

Madam— —• 
Clytemnestra. 
-Ah,  coward  that  I  am  !  Was  there  no  dagger, 
To  fave  this  ten-fold  death  ? 

Attendant. 

Hark  !  loud  and  near, 
The  triumph  comes. 

Clytemnestra. 

Well — give  me  breath 

[Endeavouring  to  compo/e  her  agitation* 

Agamemnon,  behind  the  Scenes. 

A  moment, 
Leave  me,  my  friends. 

Clytemnestra. 

Ha  !  heard  you  not  his  voice  ? 
Yes,  yes,  'tis  he  f  Go  bring  my  children  liither  :  ' 
They  may  relieve  me. 

Attendant. 

O  remember ! 
Clytemnestra. 

Heavens  I 
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SCENE    II. 

Agamemnon,  Clytemnestra, 

Agamemnon. 
Where  is  my  life  !  my  love  !  my  Clytetnnefira  / 
O  let  me  prefs  thee  to  my  fluttering  foul, 
That  is  on  wing  to  mix  itfelf  with  thine  ! 
O  thou,  for  whom  I  live,  for  whom  I  conquer, 
Than  glory  brighter  !  O  my  Ciytemnejira  ! 
Now,  in  this  dear  embrace,  I  lofe  the  toils 
Often  years  war  ;  abfence,  with  all  its  pains, 
Is  by  this  charming  moment  wip'd  away 
All  bounteous  gods  !  Sure,  never  was  a  heart 
So  full,  fo  bleit  as  mine. —    [Di/covering  her  diforder. 

But  whence,  my  faireft  ! 
What  mean  thefe  tears  ?— Not  tears  of  happy  love, 
Such  as  I  fhed. — What  means  that  clouded  look, 
Whcfe  downcaft  fweetnefs  will  not  mine  upon  me? 
Why  this  cold  meeting?  Why  unkindly  damp'd, 
My  ardor  thus  ?  Oh  fpeak,  my  Ciytemnejira  ! 

Clytemnestra. 
Forgive  me,  Agamemnon  ;  but  I  cannot, 
Alas !  I  cannot  fee  your  face  again, 
Without  reflecting  where  J  faw  you  laft. 
Aulis  is  prefent  to  my  eyes  anew, 
The  mips,  the  chiefs,  the  guards,  the  bloody  Calchas, 
All  the  dire  pomp  of  facrifice  around  : 

Anew 
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Anew  my  daughter  bleeds,  bafely  deceiv'd! 

And  when  I  fee  that  awful  brow,  that  doom'dher, 

Can  Aga?nemnon  wonder  at  my  tears  1 

Agamemnon. 
Why  will  my  Clytemnejlra  add  new  flings 
To  what  here  rankles  but  too  deep  already  ? 
Ah  !  why  impute  to  me  the  work  of  Fate  ? 
'  ris  not  indulging  private  inclination, 
The  felfilh  paffions,  that  fuflains  the  world, 
And  lends  its  rulers  grace  ;  no,  'tis  not  thence 
That  glory  fprings,  and  high  immortal  deeds : 
The  public  good,  the  good  of  others,  dill 
Muf>.  bare  fond  nature  down,  in  him  who  dares 
A.fpire  to  worthy  rule  ;  imperious  honour 
Still  o'er  the  mod  diflinguiuYd  lords  it  mod. 
Was  it  for  me  ? — Let  even  your  pafiions  judge— 
For  Agamemnon  was  it,  when  ordain'd, 
By  common  voice,  the  general  of  the  Greeks  ; 
While  twenty  kings  beneath  my  banner  march'd; 
And  while  around  me  full-afTembled  Greece, 
Indignant,  kindled  at  your  filler's  rape, 
On  her  old  native  foe  demanding  vengeance, 
On  faithlefs  /Jia  :  Was  it  then  for  me, 
To  quench  this  glorious  flame  ?  And  to  refufe 
One  life  to  thoufands,  to  thofe  generous  thoufands, 
That  for  my  honour,  for  the  dearer  honour 
Of  Clytemneftra'%  family,  flood  all 
Brepar'd  to  die  ?  If  to  the  mingled  voice, 
Of  honour,  duty,  glory,  public  good, 

Of 
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Of  the  commanding  gods,  I  had  been  deaf; 
And,  in  the  feeble  father,  poorly  funk 
The  Greek,  the  chief,  the  patriot,  and  the  kingy 
Greater  than  king,  the  general  of  the  Greeks; 
Then  you  yourfelf,  my  ClytemneJIras  felf, 
Ivluft  (let  her  heart  avow  the  truth)  have  fcom'd  nt£« 
Nor  think  it  was  an  eafy  refignation. 
Oh  Cljtemntflra  /  Had  you  feen  within, 
What  here  within  my  tortur'd  bofom  pafs'd  ; 
To  that  my  battles  fince  were  only  fport. 
No,  not  the  kindeft  mother,  bath'd.  in  tears, 
As  o'er  her  agonizing  babe  me  hangs, 
Feels  what  1  futfer'd  then — You  may  remember- 
Again  the  father  melts  me  at  the  thought — 
You  may  remember  how  I  hid  my  facv  ; 
Afham'd  to  let  the  Greeks  around  behold 
The  tears,  that  mifbecame  their  genera!  :  cheek. 
Then  ceafe  to  blame  what  rather  merits  pity; 
I  might  add  praife. — He,  who  the  father '.5  heart 
More  tender  has  than  mine,  too  tender  has  iu 
I  love  my  children,  as  a  father  mould  ; 
Befides,  I  love  them  from  a  fofter  caufe, 
I  love  my  Clytemneflra. 

Clytemnestra^ 
Had,  alas ! 
Had  Agamemnon  Iov'd  me,  would  he,  nayy 
Could  he  have  left  me  in  the  rage  of  grief, 
My  daughter  yet  frelh  bleeding  in  my  fight  ? 

Left 
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Left  me  fo  long  ?  love  furely  muft  have  found, 
in  the  wide  round  often  revolving  years, 
Some  way  to  fee  me,  to  prevent  thefe  forrows— 
Why  was  1  thus  abandon 'd,  Agameitmon  P 

Agamemnon. 
Let  me  kifs  off  thefe  tears.     O  beauteous  tears! 
If  fhed  by  doubting  love,- if  fhed  forabfence. 
Jnftead  of  thefe  reproaches,  afk  me  rather, 
How  I  that  abfence  bore :  and  here  all  words, 
All  eloquence  is  dumb,  to  fpeak  the  pangs, 
That  lurk'd  beneath  the  rugged  brow  of  war. 
When  glaring  day  was  clo&'d,  and  hufh'd  the  camp, 
Oh  !  then,  amid  ten  thoufand  other  cares, 
Thofe  flung  the  keener!  that  remember'd  thee, 
That  on  my  long-left  Glytemnejlra  thought, 
On  what  wild  feas  and  mountains  lay  between  us.. 

Clytemnestra. 
Unhappy  man!. 

Agamemnon; 
What  fays  my  Clytemnejlra  t?. 

Clyte.mnestiu. 
Unhappy  mortals  !  by  vain  words  deceiv'd, 
To  their  own  pride,  to  joylefs  honour  flaves. 

Agamemnon. 
He,  he,  alone,  can  claim  a  right  to  blifs, 
Who  has  fulfiird  the  painful  tafk  of  honour. 

Clytemnestra. 
But  what  avails  a  right  to  vanijQVd  blifs  ? 

Ac  A- 
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Agamemnon. 
Let  me  once  more  adjure  thee,  Clytemneftray 
By  every  tender  name  of  love  adjure  thee, 
To  lofe  in  kind  oblivion  thefe  our  paft — 
I  would  not  call  them  quarrels — Ah  !  there  was, 
There  was  a  time — I  will  indulge  the  thought— 
When  everlafling  tranfport  tun'd  our  fouls : 
When  join'd  to  vernal  life,  the  fpring  of  love 
Around  us  gayly  blow'd  !  and  heaven  and  earth. 
All  fmiling  nature  look'd  delighted  on. 
Vet,  would  my  Clytemneftra  lend  her  aid, 
1  know  a  paflion  {till  more  deeply  charming 
Than  fever'd  youth  e'er  felt ;  and  that  is  love, 
By  long  experience  mellow'dinto  friendfhip. 
How  far  beyond  that  froward  child  of  fancy  ! 
With  beauty  pleas'd  a  while,  anon  difgufted, 
Seeking  fome  other  toy  ;  how  far  more  noble 
Is  this  bright  offspring  of  unchanging  reafon, 
That  fonder  grows  with  age,  and  charms  for  ever ! 

It  is  not  often,  Clytemnejlra,  thus, 
That  I  fubmit  to  double  my  intreaties ; 
But,  oh  deftroy  not  the  collected  hopes 
Of  life  and  love  !  Oh  make  not  conquefl  hateful ! 
I  mail  abhor  it,  if  it  colt  me  thee, 
Coll  me  thy  love.     A  daughter  was  too  much, 
And  ten  years  abfence  from  my  Clytemnejlra. 
Add  not  to  thefe  a  lofs  I  cannot  bear, 
The  lofs  of  thee,  thou  loveliefl  of  thy  fex ! 
And  once  the  kindeft  i 

Cir- 
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Clytemnestra, 
Oh! 
AgamemnOv. 

Turn  not  away ; 
There  is  relenting  goodnefs  in  thy  look. 
Clytemnestra. 

Alas  !  untimely  fondnefs Agamemnon  ! 

Too  generous  Aga?nemnon  !  you  diftrefs  me. 
Wpuld  you  were  not  fo  kind,  To  tender,  now  ! 
Or  ne'er  had  been  fo  cruel ! 

Agamemnon. 

'Tis  unjuft 
To  call  me  cruel.     Fate,  the  Gods,  our  fortune 
Were  cruel  to  us  both — What  could  I  more 
To  foothe  our  parting  woes,  and  eafe  my  abfence  ? 
I  left  you  Melifander  to  advife  you, 
Left  you  the  wifeft,  faithfulleft  and  beft — 
Oh  whifpering  nature!  Are  not  thefe  my  children  ? 


SCENE    HI. 

Agamemnon,  Clytemnestra,  Electra, 
Orestes. 

Agamemnon. 
My  daughter  !  my  Eleftra  / 

Electra. 

O  my  father ! 

Aca^ 
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Agamemnon. 
Come  to  my  arms,  my  boy !  my  dear  Orejles  I 
In  whom  J  live  anew,  my  younger  felf ! 
And  thou,  Eleclra  ;  in  thy  opening  cheek 
I  mark  thy  mother's  bloom  :  even  fo  (he  look'd, 
Such  the  mild  light  with  which  her  beauty  davvn'd. 
Oh  thou  foftjmage  of  my  Clytemnejlra  ! 
My  other  Ipbigeuia  ! 

Et.ectra. 
Oh  my  father ! 
My  joy  !  my  pride  !  my  glory  !  whom,  in  dreams* 
J  oft  have  feen,  as  if  return'd  from  Troy  ; 
But  Hill  unwelcome  morning,  with  a  tear, 
Wipki  out  the  dear  illufion  of  the  night. 
And  is  if  then  no  more  a  faithlefs  vifion? 
Oh  'tis  my  father  !  whofe  departure  hence, 
And  fphigenias  death  J  juft  remember. 
How  glorious,  Ipkigenia,  was  thy  death  ! 
A  death  I  envy  rather  than  lament. 
Who  would  not  die  to  gain  immortal  fame, 
Deliver  Greece,  and  crown  a  father's  glory  ? 

Agamemnon. 
Come  to  my  arms  again,  my  generous  daughter  J 
And  thou  my  fon  !  O  that  thy  tender  years 
Had  fufFer'd  thee  to  lhare  our  toils  at  Troy  ! 
"Tis  war  that  forms  the  prince  :  'tis  hardlhip,  toil  j 
'Tis  fleeplefs  nights,  and  never-relling  days  ; 
*Tis  pain,  'tis  danger,  'tis  affronted  death  ; 
'Tis  equal  fate  for  all,  and  changing  fortune ; 

That 
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That  rear  the  mind  to  glory,  that  infpire 
The  nobleft  virtues  and  the  gentleft  manners. 
Where  mail  I  find,  to  teach  thee  thefe,  Orejtes, 
Another  Troy  ? 

Orestes." 
How  happy  had  I  been  ! 
To  have  beheld  what  i  mull  only  hear  ! 
But  I  will  hear  it  often,  every  day  ; 
Will  learn  your  ftory,  itudy  your  example ; 
Will  try  to  mix  your  virtues  with  your  blood, 
^nd  not  difgrace  the  laarels  1  inherit. 
My  bofom  flutters  with  I  know  not  what — 
— Forgive  me,  Sir,  I  am  too  young  to  fay  it— 
But  fomething  here  I  feel,  which  bids  me  hope 
That  I  mall  not  betray  my  father's  honour. 

Agamemnon. 
Son  of  my  foul! — Look  here,  my  Clytemnejira  I 
Look  here  and  weep  with  tendernefs  and  tranlport ! 
What  is  all  taftelefs  luxury  to  this  ? 
To  thefe  beft  joys,  which  holy  love  beflows  r" 
O  Nature  !  parent  Nature !  thou  alone, 
Art  the  true  judge  of  what  can  make  us  happy  1 
Enter  an  Officer  belonging  to  the  Court* 
Officer., 
Egijihusy  Sir,  attends. 

Agamemnon'. 

Go,  bid  him  enter. 
Retire,  my  Clytemnejira,  my  dear  children  : 
We  foon  mall  meet  again,  'till  then  farewell. 

SCENE 
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Agamemnon. 
Obey  me,  features,  for  one  fupple  moment : 
You  ihall  not  long  be  tortur'd.     Here,  in  courts, 
We  muft  not  wear  the  foldier's  honefl  face. 
He  little  thinks  I  have  him  in  the  fnare 
Of  Melifander ',  whom,  in  my  return, 
I  from  that  defart  ifland  chanc'd  to  fave, 
To  which  the  ruffian 


SCENE     V. 

Agamemnon,  Egisthus. 

Eg  ist  h  us. 

Health  to  Agamemnon  ) 
And  happinefs  refponfive  to  his  glory  ! 

Agamemnon. 
Coufin,  I  greet  you  well. 

Egisthus. 
Forgive  me,  Sir. 
You  have  furpriz'd  us  with  this  quick  return  ; 
For  by  that  fignal,  whofe  illuitrious  flame 
Rcjoic'd  all  Greece,  we  did  not  hope  your  prefence 
Thefe  three  days  hence.     Forgive,  that,  unprepar'd, 
We  only  with  that  joy,  that  loyal  tranfport, 
Which  fwell  each  Grecian  bofom,  thus  receive  you. 

And 
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And  truly  fuch  a  burft  I  have  not  feen 

Of  that  bell  triumph.     City,  country,  all, 

Is  in  a  gay  triumphant  tempeft  toft. 

I  fcarce  could  prefs  along.     The  trumpet's  voice 

Is  loft  in  loud  repeated  fhouts  that  raife 

Your  name  to  heaven.     Ten  thoufand  eyes,  below, 

Ake  to  behold  the  conqueror  of  Troy, 

Agamemnon. 
The  nobleft  praife  that  can  falute  my  ear, 
The  fweeteft  mu/ic,  is  my  people's  joy. 
But  fure  your  tongue  has  done  it  ample  juflice  ; 
Truft-me,  you-Mazon  a- defcri priori  well. 
I  have  not  heard  fo  much  obliging  fpeech 
Thefe  many  years. 

Eg  is  thus,. 
JViifconftrue  not  my  zeal  t 
On  the  full  heart  obedient  language  waits. 
I  feel  fo  deep  your  glory,  Agamemnon, 
As  mingles  with  my  joy  a  fort  of  patfion, 
That  almofi  touches  envy.     O  ye  gods  ! 
Has,  while  I  liv'd,  a  war,  the  moft  renown'd 
Which  any  age  e'er  faW,  or  mall  again 
Be  feen  ;  a  war,  whofe  never-dying  fame 
Will  cover  earth,  and  reach  remoteft  time, 
Has  fuch  a  war  adorn 'd  my  days,  and  I 
Not  fiiar'd  its  glory  ?  Pining  here,  unknown, 
In  namelefs  peace— how  have  I  loft  my 'life  ? 

Agamemnon. 
This  ardor  is  the  mode.     But  know,  Egijlbus± 

That 
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That  ruling  a  free  people  well  in  peace, 

Without  or  yielding  or  ufurping  power  ; 

Maintaining  firm  the  honour  of  the  laws, 

Yet  fometimes  foftening  their  too  rigid  doom, 

As  mercy  may  require  ;  fleering  the  date, 

Thro'  factious  ftorms,  or  the  more  dangerous  calms 

Of  peace,  by  long  continuance  grown  corrupt; 

Eefides  the  fair  career  which  Fortune  opens 

To  the  mild  glories  of  protected  arts, 

To  bounty,  to  beneficence,  to  deeds 

That  give  the  gods  themfelves  their  brightefl  beams : 

Yes,  know,  that  thefe  are,  in  true  glory  equal, 

If  not  fuperior,  to  deluding  conqueit: 

Nor  lefs  demand  they  conduct  courage,  care, 

And  perfevering  toil. 

Egisthus. 

Say  thanklefs  toil, 
Harm  and  unpleafing;  that  inftead  of  praife 
And  due  reward,  meets  oftner  fcorn,  reproach, 
Fierce  oppofuion  to  the  cleareft  meafures ; 
Jrjuftice,  banifhment,  or  death  itfelf : 
Such  is  the  nature  of  malignant  man. 
Not  fo  the  vi&or's  meed :  him  all  approve, 
Kim  all  admire. 

Agamemnon. 

Yet  tho'  a  toilfome  tafk, 
Tho'  an  ungrateful  labour  oft  to  rule ; 
I  not  fo  hardly  of  mankind,  Egijlhus> 
Prefume  to  judge.    Truth,  wifdom,  courage,  jufticc, 

Beneficence, 
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Beneficence,  and  for  the  public  good 
A  conftant  tenor  of  well-laid  defigns, 
Muft  flill  be  awful  in  the  worft  of  times,' 
Be  amiable,  dear  ;  while  worth,  at  laft 
Will  light  up  worth,  and  virtue  kindle  virtue. 
You  was  however  eas'd  of  half  the  toil, 
By  him  I  left  to  counfel  Clytemnejlra, 
By  Meli/ander. 

Eojsthus. 
Would  to     eaven  1  had  ! 
Agamemnon. 

You  much  amaze  me. Is  not  Meli/ander 

Wife,  juft  and  faithful  ? 

Egisthus. 
Sir,  I  muft  confefs 

He  wore  a  fpecious  mafk 

Agamemnon. 

Beware,  Egifthut ; 
I  know  his  ftedfaft  worth,  and  will  not  bear 
The  fartheft  hint  that  (tains  the  man  I  love. 

Egisthus. 
Then  urg'd  by  t:lith  and  in  my  own  defence, 
I  boldly  will  affert  him,  Agamemnon, 
To  be  more  apt  to  trouble  and  embroil, 
Than  ferve  a  ftate.     A  certain  ftubborn  virtue, 
I  would  fay  affectation  of  blunt  virtue, 
Beneath  whofe  outfide  froth,  fermenting  lay 
Pride,  envy,  faction,  turbulence  of  foul, 
And  democrative  views,  in  fome  fort  made  him 

A  fecret 
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A  fecret  traitor,  equally  unfit 
Or  to  obey  or  rule.     But  that  I  check'd 
His  early  treafons,  here  at  your  return, 
You  might  have  found  your  kingdom  a  republic. 
Agamemnon. 

0  I  (hall  lofe  all  patience  ! —  [JjU'e. 

You  do  well, 
To  give  your  accufation  open  fpeech. 
Meantime,  remember  you  mull  fully  prove  it, 
You  mull ! — And  he  who  Melifander  proves 
The  wretch  you  have  defcrib'd,  proves  man  is  vain, 
And  faps  the  broad  foundations  of  all  truft. 

1  know  he  would  not  patiently  look  on, 
And  fuffer  ill  deiigns  to  gather  ilrength, 
Awaiting  gentle  feafons ;  yes,  I  know, 
He  had  a  troublefome  old-fafhion'd  way 
Of  fhocking  courtly  ears  with  horrid  truth. 
He  was  no  civil  ruffian  ;  none  of  thofe, 

Who  lye  with  twilled  looks,  betray  with  fhrugs— - 
I  wax  too  warm— But  he  was  none  of  thofe, 
Is  none  of  thofe  dufl-licking,  reptile,  clofe, 
Infinuating,  fpeckled,  fmooth  court-ferpents, 
That  make  it  fo  unfafe,  chiefly  for  kings, 
To  walk  this  weedy  world — Pardon  my  heat— 
I  wander  from  the  purpofe — You,  Egijlbus, 
Mull  prove  your  charge,  to  Melifander's  face 
Mud  prove  it. 

Eg  isthus. 
Surely — Since  the  princely  faith 

Of  your  own  blood  you  doubt 

Vol.  III.  H  Agamem- 
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Agamemnon. 

Friendfliip  and  truth 
Are  more  a-kin  to  me  than  blood. 
Egisthus. 

You  mall, 
You  mall  have  proof;  but  to  his  face  you  cannot. 

Agamemnon. 
But  to  his  face  I  will ! — I  cannot !  why  ? 

Egisthus. 
He  wanders  far  from  hence,  I  know  not  where : 
For  when  1  found  him  an  undoubted  traitor, 
Tho'  he  the  heavieil  punifhment  deferv'd  ; 
Yet  in  regard  to  that  efleem,  which,  once, 
You  deign'd  to  bear  him,  banifhment  alone 
Was  all  I  did  inflift. 

Agamemnon. 

I  thank  you,  Sir — 
O  you  are  wondrous  good  ! — But  tell  me,  how, 
How  durft  you  meddle  in  the  fphere  aflign'd 
To  Clytemnejlra  ?  He  was  left  to  her  ; 
To  be  her  counfellor  I  left  my  friend, 
Left  Melifander\  left  a  man,  whom  long, 
Whom  well  I  knew;  perhaps,  to  check  you,  left  him : 
And  you  pretend,  you  ! — But  I  will  be  calm— 
Thefe  paffions  in  a  king  to  his  inferiors, 
Who  cannot  anfwer  equal,  are  not  'comely. 
Forgive  my  tranfport — A  more  quiet  hour 
Shall  fift  this  matter  to  the  bottom,  (hall 
Do  Melifander  or  Bgijlbus  juftice. 

SCENE 
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Egisthus. 
Now  go  thy  way,  weak  open-hearted  man, 
Thus  to  declare  the  ruin  thou  intendeft. 
Go,  rate  thy  Trojan  (laves;  and  elfewhere  praclife 
This  infolence  of  camps.     Tame,  as  I  feem, 
Submiffive,  mild,  and  patient  of  thy  threats ; 
Yet,  ere  to-morrow's  fun  beholds  Mycin*, 
My  fure-aim'd  blow  (hall  pierce  thy  fwelling  heart, 
And  cool  this  tyrant  fever  in  thy  veins. 
Were  not  our  blood,  our  kindred  blood  at  variance, 
And  therefore  burning  with  immortal  hate  ; 
Had  not  thy  father  /treus,  at  a  banquet, 
A  dreadful  banquet !  from  whofe  fight  the  fun 
Turn'dbackeclips'd,ferv'd-- IVJonftrous!-- up  to  mine, 
To  his  own  brother,  to  the  pale  Tbyejtes, 
His  murder'd  fons :  didft  thou  not  wear  a  crown 
Then  by  thy  father  raviuYd  from  our  line, 
Mycenae's  crown,  which  he  unjuflly  feiz'd, 
And  added  to  his  own,  to  that  of  Argot  : 
Had  1  not  ftain'd  thy  bed  with  Qlytemnejlra  : 
Tho'  fafety  did  not  urge,  and  felf-defence : 
Yet  this  vile  treatment,  treatment  fit  for  flaves ; 
Thanks  to  thy  fury  !  this  has  hVd  thy  doom. 
Some  fooljfh  fcruples,  that  flill  hung  about  me, 

Arc  by  this  friendly  tempeft  blown  away. 

But  Clytemn0ra  comes.     Mow  (hall  I  calm 
Her  troubled  mind  ?  How  bring  her  to  my  purpofe  ? 

II  2  SCENE 
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SCENE    VII. 

Clytemnestra,  Egisthus. 

Clytemnestra. 
Here  let  me  kneel,  Egiftbus,  grafp  thy  knees; 
Here  let  me  grow  till  my  requeft  be  granted. 
Now  is  the  very  crifis  of  my  fate. 

Egisthus. 
What  fight  is  this  I  fee  ?  Rife,  Clytemnejira  ! 
Thou  faireft,  moil  majeftic  of  thy  fex  ! 
It  mifhecomes  thee  much  this  fuppliant  pofture. 

0  there  is  nothing,  nothing,  fure,  which  you 
Need  fioop  to  aik  !  Speak,  and  command  it,  Madam. 

Clytemnestra. 
Then  let  us  henceforth  be,  as  if  this  love 
Had  never  been  betwixt  us. 

Egisthus. 

Ceafe  to  love  thee  ! 
What  wild  demand  1  Impofiible  ! — Even  now, 
Endear'd  by  danger,  by  diftrefs  endear'd, 

1  for  thee  feel  a  fonder  pang,  than  e'er 
I  felt  before. 

,  Clytemnestra. 

No!  thefe  deluding  words 
Can  charm  no  longer  ;  their  enchantment  flies  ; 
And  in  my  breafl.  the  guilty  paffions  jar 

Unkind, 
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Unkind,  unjoyous,  unharmonious  all. 

Ah  me  !  from  real  happinefs  we  ftray, 

By  vice  bewilder'd  ;  vice,  which  always  leads, 

However  fair  at  firft,  to  wilds  of  woe. 

Egisthus. 
Ah  !  Clytemnejlra  !  didft  thou  love— - 
Clytemnestra. 

No  more  ! 
Seduce  my  foul  no  more  !  Here  will  I  ilop— - 
Beyond  this  line  'tis  mifery,  'tis  madnefs, 
TJre  furies  flafn  their  torches,  vultures  tear, 
The  mingled  tortures  of  the  damn'd  await  me. 
Oh  !  if  your  pafiion  be  not  merely  felfilh, 
If  the  leaft  tendernefs  for  me  you  feel, 
Drive  me  no  farther  .down  the  gulph  of  woe ! 
To  happinefs  I  bid  a  laft  farewel  ; 
I  afk  not  happinefs  :  no,  that  I  leave 
To  innocence  and  virtue  ;  peace,  alone. 
Some  poor  remains  of  peace  is  all  I  afk, 
Not  to  be  greatly  wretched,  plung'd  in  horrors  ! 
And  yet,  who  knows,  the  heavenly  fpark,  that  flecr-s 
Beneath  thefe  embers,  yet  may  fpread  anew 

Its  chc&iful  luilre — All  may  yet  be  well > 

For  Agamemtion  was  fo  kind,  fo  gentle, 
\\  ith  fuch  a  holy  tender  flame  he  burn'd, 
As  might  have  kindled  in  a  barbarous  breaft 
Humanity  and  virtue. 

Egisthus. 
All  pretence. 
H  3  I  i,uefi 
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J  guefs  his  aim  !  I  penetrate  hi*  purpofe.. 

On  you  he  laviftYd  fondnefs,  while -on  me 

He  lowr'd  deftru&ion.     Doubtlefs,  with  his  ear, 

Some  villain  has  been  bufy  ;  and  he  means 

Firfi  ko  divide  us,  then  with  greater  eafe. 

To  ruin  both — A»d  can  you  then  be  caught, 

Caught  with  the  common  proiiituted  fpeeches, 

That  oft  have  ficken'd  on  the  glowing  lip 

Of  many  a  Trojan  Have  r  Chryfeis  had  them  ; 

Brife'is  too  ;  and  now  Cajfandra,  flic, 

Who,  more  like  a  triumphant  queen  than  captive, 

Is  every  hour  expected 

Clytemnestra. 

What  Cajfandra  ? 
Egisthus. 
O  it  imports  you  little  what  Cajfandra! 
Thus- poorly  tame  you  ne'er  will  want  Cajfandrasl 
What  is  become  of  Clytanneftrrfs  fpirit, 
That  fhe  can  thus  forget  her  high  defcent, 
Forget  her  rank,  her  honour,  nay  forget 
Her  injuries  ? 

Clytemnestra. 

But  what  Cajfandra,  fay? 
Egisthus. 
Why  Priam's  daughter,  the  prophetic  princefs, 
The  proud,  the  young,  the  beautiful  Cajfandra: 
So  vain  of  heart,. fhe  dreamt  Apollo  lov'd  her, 
And,  on  her  plighted  faith  to  crown  his  love, 
Beftow'd  the  gift  of  prophecy  ;  the  gift 

la 
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In  her  poflefiion,  (he  deceiv'd  the  god  ; 

Whence  he,  provok'd,  with  this  condition  daftYd  it, 

Of  never  gaining  credit.     So  the  tale, 

The  fable  runs — Yet,  on  my  foul,  I  think,    - 

Did  (he  give  out,  fhe  would  be  queen  of  Argot, 

She  were  indeed  a  prophetefs. 

Clytemnestra. 

'Tis  well. 
You  mean  it  for  an  infult  this,  you  do. 
What  elfe  could  tempt  you  to  deride  me,  Sir, 
With  fuch  extravagance ! 

Egibthus. 

Miflake  me  not, 
I  mean  it,  Madam,  for  a  ferious  truth, 
I  mean  it  for  a  certainty,  if  thus 
You  droop,  unnerv'd  with  thefe  dejecling  fears.. 

Clytemnestra. 
Cajfandra  queen  of  Argos  ! 

Egisthus. 

Yes,  of  Argos; 
While  Clytemnejlra  in  a  prifon  pines ; 
Where  (he  may  weep,  and  moralize  at  leifure. 

Clytemnestra. 
By  Heavens !  fhe  vifits  firft  her  father's  (hade. 

Egisthus. 
There  (hone  your  native  felf.     Let  bright  revenge, 
I  (hould  fay  juftice,  diflipate  thefe  clouds, 
Thefe  melancholy  whims  of  ill-judg'd  virtue, 
And  (hew  you  burning  with  your  former  luitre. 

H.  4  Madam, 
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Madam,  our  fates  are  blended  :  know,  we  ftand 
Or  fall  together.     Shame,  contempt,  and  ruin, 
Or  fafety,  love  and  glory,  is  our  choice. 
And  can  we  doubt  a  moment  ? 

Clytemnestra. 

But  Egijlhus — 
Egisthus. 
I  know  the  purpofe  of  thy  pleading  eye. 
Cf  that  hereafter-— We  fh  all  meet  again  ■ 
My  prefence  now  is  wanted  in  the  city. 
Fear  nothing — Thou  malt  know  before  wc  &6i, 
Thcu,  for  whofe  fake  alone  i  aft  and  live ! 


The  End  of  the  Second  del. 
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ACT    III.      SCENE    I. 


Arcas,  Melisander. 

Arcas. 

AND  have  T  found  my  long-loft  friend  again  ? 
My  Melifander!  But  lb  chang'd  your  look, 
So  fickly'd  with  a  kind  of  thoughtful  fadnefs, 
So  funk  each  feature,  by  feven  drooping  years 
Spent  in  that  dcfart  ifle,  as  baffled  quite 
My  wandering  recollection. 

Melisander. 

I  rue,  dear  Arcas  : 
For  what  a  helplefs  creature,  by  himfelf, 
I    tlie  proud  lord  of  this  inferior  world, 
Vain  feeble  man  !  The  commoners  of  nature, 
Each  wing  that  flits  along  the  fpacious  flty, 
Is  lefs  dependant  than  their  boalHng  matter. 
Hail  focial  life  !   into  thy  plfcafing  bounds 
Again  I  come,  to  pay  the  common  flock 
My  fharc  tf'fcrVrtfei  ami,  in  glad  return, 
'lo  tafte  ihy  comforts,  thy  protected  j  as. 

H    5  /\RCA8, 
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Arcas. 

0  greatly  welcome !  you  deftrve  them  well, 
You  well  deferve  the  focial  life  you  polifh. 

Still  on  my  thought  your  ftrange  delivery  dwells. 

By  dgamemnon  left  to  aid  the  queen, 

With  faithful  counfel,  while  he  warr'd  at  Troy  ; 

And  thus  by  Jgamemnon  to  be  fav'd, 

Returning  from  that  conqueft  !  wondrous  chance  ! 

Or  rather  wondrous  conduft  of  the  gods  ! 

By  mortals,  from  their  blindnefs,  chance  mifnam'd. 

Mean  time,  inftrutt  me,  while  the  king  repofes, 

How  was  you  fnatch'd  away  ?  and  how,  fo  long, 

Could  you  this  dreadful  folitude  fupport  ? 

1  burn  to  know  the  whole. 

Melisander. 

'Tis  thus,  my  friend. 
While  funk  in  unfufpe&ing  ileep  I  lay, 
Some  midnight  ruffians  runVd  into  my  chamber,- 
Sent  by  Egijihus,  who  my  prefence  deem'd 
Obftru&ive  (fo  I  folve  it)  to  his  views  ; 
Black  views  I  fear,  as  you  perhaps  may  know. 
Sudden  they  feiz'd,  and  muffled  up  in  darknefs, 
Strait  bore  me  to  the  fea,  whofe  inftant  prey 
I  did  conclude  myfeif,  when  firft,  around 
The  Ihip  unmoor'd,  I  heard  the  chiding  wave. 
But  thefe  fell  tools  of  cruel  power,  it  feems, 
Had  orders  in  a  defart  ifle  to  leave  me ; 
There  hopelefs,  helplefs,  comfortlefs,  to  prove 
The  utmoit  gall  and  bitternefs  of  death. 

*  Thus 
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Thus  malice  often  overfhoots  itfelf, 

And  fome  unguarded  accident  betrays 

The  man  of  blood. — Next  night — a  dreary  night ! 

Caft  on  the  wildeft  of  the  Cyclad  IJIes, 

Where  never  human  foot  had  mark'd  the  more, 

Thefe  ruffians  left  me— Yet  believe  me,  Areas,, 

Such  is  the  rooted  love  we  bear  mankind, 

All  ruffians  as  they  were,  I  never  heard 

A  found  fo  difmal  as  their  parting  oars.— 

Then  horrid  filence  follow'd,  broke  alone 

By  the  low  murmurs  of  the  reftlefs  deep, 

Mixt  with  the  doubtful  breeze,  that  now  and  then. 

Sigh'd  thro1  the  mournful  woods.   Beneath  a  fhade^ 

I  fat  me  down,  more  heavily  opprefs'd, 

More  defolate  at  heart,  than  e'er  I  felt 

Before.     When  Philomela,  o'er  my  head, 

Began  to  tune  her  melancholy  ftrain, 

As  piteous  of  my  woes ;  till,  by  degrees, 

Compofing  deep  on  wounded  nature  fhed 

A  kind  but  fhort  relief.     At  early  morn, 

Wak'd  by  the  chaunt  of  birds,  I  look'd  around 

For  ufual  objects :  Objects  found  I  none, 

Except  before  me  ftretch'd  the  toiling  main, 

And  rocks  and  woods,  in  favage  view,  behind. 

\V  rapt  t"r  a  moment  in  amaz'd  confufion, 

My  thought  turn'd  giddy  round  ;  when,  all  atoncey 

To  memory  full  my  dire  condition  rufh'd. 

Arcas. 
But  of  each  comfort,  each  convenience  void, 

H  6  How 
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How  could  you  life  fuftain  ?  how  fence  againii 
Inclement  fkies  ? 

Melisander. 
A  mofiy  cave,  that  fae'd 
The  fouthern  fea,  and  in  whofe  deep  recefs 
BbiPd  up  a  cryftal  fountain,  was  my  home. 
Herbs  were  my  fcod,  thofe  blefled  ftores  of  health! 
Only  when  winter,  from  my  daily  fearch, 
Withdrew  my  verdant  meal,  I  was  oblig'd 
Jn  faithlefs  fnares  to  feize,  which  truly  griev'd  me, 
My  fylvan  friends ;  that  ne'er  till  then  had  known, 
And  therefore  dreaded  lefs  the  tyrant  man. 

But  thefe  low  hardfliips  fcarce  deferve  regard  : 
The  pangs,  that  (harpeft  ftung,  were  in  my  mind  -, 
There  defolaiion  reign'd;  and  there,  cut  off 
From  focial  life,  J  felt  a  conftant  death. 
And  yet  thefe  pangs  at  laft  forgot  to  throb : 
What  cannot  lenient  gentle  time  perform  ? 
J  ate  my  lonely  meal  without  a  tear; 
Nor  figh'd  to  fee  the  dreadful  night  defcend. 
Jn  my  own  breaft,  a  world  within  myfelf, 
In  ftrcams,  in  groves,  in  funny  hill  and  fhade  ; 
In  all  that  blooms  with  vegetable  life, 
Or  joys  with  kindred  animal  fenfation  ; 
In  the  full-peopled  round  of  azure  heaven  ; 
W  hene'er  I,  ftudious,  look'd,  1  found  companions. 
But;  chief,  the  mufes  lent  their  foftning  aid. 
At  their  enchanting  voice  my  forrows  fled, 
Or  learn'd  to  pleafe ;  while,  thro'  my  troubled  heart, 

They 
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They  breath'd  the  foul  of  harmony  anew. 

Thus  of  the  great  community  of  Nature 

A  denizen  I  liv'd  ;  and  oft,  in  hymns, 

And  rapturous  thought,  even  with  the  gods  convers'd, 

That  not  difdain  fometimes  the  walks  of  man. 

So  pafs'd  the  time,  when,  lo  !  within  my  call, 
Arriv'd  the  fhip,  which  hope  had  often  promis'd— 
The  fhip  ! — O  it  furpafs'd  my  fondeft  dream, 
E'er  to  imagine  the  gay  fhip  that  came  ! 
As  on  the  deck  I  Agamemnon  faw, 
All  glorious  with  the  fpoils  of  conquer'd  Troy  ; 
Ye  gods !  what  tranfport,  what  amazement  feiz'd  me! 
What  adoration  of  your  wondrous  ways  ! 
ExprefBon  finks  beneath  them. 
Arcas. 
|f  Sweet  reward 

Of  manly  patience!  that,  to  fortune  flill 
Superior,  fcorns  defpair. 

Melisander. 

This  theme,  my  friend, 
Will  better  fuit  a  leifure  hour  ;  but  now 
The  high  concerns  of  life  demand  our  care. 

I  have  already  to  the  king  imparted 
Sufpicions  of  Egijlhus,  and  remain 
In  this  difguife,  not  to  alarm  his  guilt, 
Till  it  more  full  appear,  and  proper  Heps' 
To  punifh  his  mifgovernment  be  taken. 
If  he  has  ill  dcfigns,  you,  Arcas,  you 
Muft,  while  you  fecm'drcgardld^havcdifcern'd  them* 

Your 
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Your  calm  but  keen  infpeclion,  not  difturb'd 
By  the  vain  flutter  of  ill-tim'd  difcourfe, 
Mull  reach  the  very  bottom  of  his  purpofe. 
In  you  the  king  confides,  of  you  demands, 
As  of  his  beft-lov'd  fubjeft  in  Mycena, 
The  truth. 

Arcas. 
O,  I  have  precious  truths  in  ftore! 
And  that  beft  treafure  will  unlock  before  himi 
Long  has  my  filent  obfervation  trac'd 
Egiftbus,  thro'  the  doubling  maze  of  treafon  ; 
But  now  his  ill  defigns  are  too  too  plain, 
To  all  Mycena  plain  ;  and  who,  indeed, 
Who  can  have  good  ones  that  corrupts  a  people  ? 
•    It  was,  however,  hard,  a  bitter  tafk  ! 
To  wink  at  public  villany ;  to  wipe  ■ 
Each  honeft  paffion  from  my  livid  face, 
To  bind  my  hands,  and  feal  my  quivering  lips, 
While  my  heart  burn'd  with  rage,  and  treafur'd  up 

A  ftorm  of  indignation 

Melisander. 

Give  it  way  ! 
O  'tis  a  glorious  luxury  !  Opprefs'd, 
For  years,  beneath  a  load  of  wicked  power, 
To  heave  it  off  indignant,  and  aflert 
The  dear  dear  freedom  of  a  virtuous  mind. 
Gurfe  on  the  coward  or  perfidious  tongue, 
That  dares  not,  even  to  kings,  avow  the  truth  ! 
Let  traitors  wrap  them  in  deiufive  incenfe, 

On 
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On  flattery  flattery  'cap,  on  falfehood  falfehood : 
Truth  is  the  living  liberal  breath  of  heaven  ; 
That  fweeps  thefe  fogs  away,  with  all  their  vermfri. 
And,  on  my  foul,  i  think  that  Agamemnon 
Deferves  fome  touch  of  blame.    To  put  the. power, 
The  power  of  blefling  or  oppreffing  millions, 
Of  doing  or  great  good  or  equal  mifchief, 
Even  into  doubtful  hands,  is  worfe  than  carelefc. 
Ye  gods,  avert  the  miferies  that  hence 
On  him  and  on  his  family  may  fall ! 
But,  fee,  the  king. 


SCENE    II. 
Agamemnon,  Melisander,  Arcas. 

Agamemnon. 
Nay,  Arcas  to  my  bofom,       [Arcas  kneeling* 
Gome,  let  me  proudly  take  a  faithful  heart ! 

Arcas. 
Thrice  welcome,  Sir,  to  Argot  and  Mycence  t 
To  virtue  welcome  ! 

Agamemnon. 
Jn  my  own  dominions 
I  am  a  flrangcr,  Arcas.     Ten  full  years, 
Or  even  one  day,  is  abfence  for  a  kinp-, 
Without  fome  mighty  reafon,  much  too  long. 
For  me  a  juft  and  memorable  war, 
Whofe  actions  future  times  perhaps  nwy  flng, 

3  My 
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My  own,  my  brother's,  and  my  people's  honour, 
With  that  of  common  Greece,  muft  plead  my  pardon. 
Now  fhall  my  cares  attend  the  works  of  peace : 
Calm  deeds  that  glare  not  on  the  vulgar  eye  ; 
And  yet  it  equal  courage  oft  demands, 
To  quell  injuftice,  riot,  factious  rage, 
Dark-working  blind  cabal  and  bold  diforder, 
As  to  confront  the  rigid  face  of  war. 
Then  tell  me,  Areas,  for,  till  felf-inform'd, 
I  mean  to  fee  with  your  difcerning  eyes, 
And  Aire  J  am  they  never  will  miflead  me, 
Have  I  much  fubject  for  this  peaceful  courage  ? 
This  fortitude  of  Hate  ? 

Arcas. 
Too  much,  my  lord. 
Would  to  the  gods,  our  virtues,  here  at  home, 
Could  anfwer  your  heroic  deeds  abroad  ! 
You,  doubtlefs,  from  the  rugged  fchool  of  war, 
Have  brought  found  manly  hearts,  and  generous 

fpirits  : 
While  we,  alas  !  we  rot  in  weedy  peace, 
In  flothful  riot,  luxury,  profufion, 

And  every  meannefs  to  repair  that  wafle 

I  fee  the  noble  blood,  indignant,  mount, 
At  this  relation,  to  my  fovereign's  cheek  : 
But  as  affairs  now  prefs,  I  were  a  traitor, 
U  with  a  fparing  tongue  I  fpoke  the  truth. 

Agamemnon, 
Immortal  gods !  have  I,  thefe  ten  long  yea.r^ 
Suitain'd  a  war  at  Troy  ■  fill'd  every  day 

With 
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With  cares  inceflant,  councils,  dangers,  toils, 
To  cherifh  villains  in  licentious  eafe  ? 
Have  I  thus  fquander'd  vile,  on  Phrygian  plains, 
The  braveft  blood  of  Greece  to  fhelter  fuch  ; 
And  to  aflert  their  honour  who  have  none  ? 
But  what  can  this  perfidious,  this  Egijlbus, 
What  can  he,  fay,  by  fuch  loofe  rule  propofe  ? 
Js  it  his  native  bent  r  Or  does  he  pufli 
Some  dark  defign,  by  thefe  detefted  means  ? 

Arcas. 
There  is  no  vice  a  flranger  to  his  heart, 
Conceal'd  beneath  refin'd  diflimulation  ; 
Diflimulation,  that  on  you  yourfelf 
Impos'd.     Meantime,  Sir,  his  outrageous  views 
Invade  the  throne  of  Argos  and  Mycena: 

Agamemnon. 
Said  you  the  throne  of  Argos  and  Mycenee? 
Already  have  I  loft  my  nobleft  throne, 
If  he  has  robb'd  me  of  my  people's  virtue  ; 
'Tis  but  vain  pomp,  a  tyrant's  toy,  the  other. 
And  dares  he  bear  a  giddy  look  fo  high, 
As  to  my  throne  ?  The  villain  !  fure  he  dares  not, 

Arcas. 
Nay,  more,  my  lord— He  fcales  the  dazzling  height, 
And  almofl  grafps  with  impious  hands  your  fceptre* 

Agamemnon. 
To  touch  it  is  perdition  ! — What !  Egijibus! 
Egijlbui  fcize  my  throne  ! 

Arca&. 
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Arcas. 

So  means  the  traitor. 
Agamemnon. 
That  creature  of  my  power!  that  infett!  rais'd 
By  the  warm  beams  of  my  miftaken  bounty  ! 
Whom,  when  my  father's  vengeance  raz'd  his  race, 
I  fav'd,  train'd  up,  with  favours,  honours  heap'd  ; 
And  trufted  in  his  hands  at  laft  a  jewel, 
Too  precious  for  the  faithlefs  heart  of  man— 

0  grofs  grofs  blindnefs  ! — Half  my  kingly  power  ! 
Ay,  there  breaks  out  his  father's  treacherous  blood! 

There,  there,  too  late,  I  find  the  bafe  Thyeftet  I 
Forgive  me,  Atrem  !  Oh  my  royal  father  ! 
Forgive  my  trufting  thus  the  feed  of  him, 
Of  an  abhorr'd,  an  execrable  brother, 
Who  even  profan'd  thy  bed—  But,  ere  yon  orr> 
Shall  from  the  purpled  ocean  rife  again, 
Oh  injur'd  Atrens  t  by  thy  facred  fhade 

1  fwear,  to  make  for  this  a  full  atonement. 

Js  then  this  people,  drcas,  grown  fo  vile, 
So  very  vile,  that  he  dares  entertain 
The  fmalleft  hope  to  rival  me  in  empire  ? 
I  like  not  vaunting — But,  ungrateful  people! 
Can  you  prefer  a  namelefs  thing  to  me  ? 
Am  1  not  rough  with  fears  on  your  account  ? 
And  for  the  careful  love  I  always  bore  you, 
Your  father  nam'd  ?  And  yet  prefer  to  me, 
One  who  ne'er  faw  the  glorious  front  of  war, 
For  nothing  famous  but  corrupting  peace,  - 

And 
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And  wh6fe  fole  merit  was!  my  ill-judg'd  favour  ? 
Can  you? — Away! — Dillionour  ftains  the  thought! 
How  Ihould  this  be  ? 

Arcas. 

Not  many,  Sir,  ftand  nVd 
Ori  the  deep  principles  of  reafon'd  virtue, 
Whom  time  nor  fteals,  nor  pafiion  bears  away. 
Mankind,  in  general,  float  along  the  ftream 
Of  cuftom,  good  or  bad  ;  and  oft  the  mind 
To  that  familiar  grows,  by  gradual  ufe 
And  ftill  encroaching  vice,  whofe  firft  regard 
Gave  horror.     Hence  ten  loofely govern'd  year* 
Have  wrought  fuch  ftrange  events,  that  you  no  mori 
Behold  your  ancient  Argos  and  Mycemr, 
Thefe  cities  now  with  flaves  and  villains  fwarm* 
At  firft,  EgiJIbus,  popular  and  fair, 
All  fmiles  and  foftnefs,  as  if  each  man's  friend, 
By  hidden  ways  proceeded,  mining  virtue : 
He  pride,  he  homp.  he  luxury  difFus'd ; 
He  taught  them  wants,  beyond  their  private  means : 
And  flrait,  in  bounty's  pleafing  chains  involv'd, 
They  grew  his  flaves.     Who  cannot  live  on  little, 
Or  as  his.  various  fortunes  (hall  permit, 
Stands  iu  the  market  ready  to  be  fold. 

ACAMKIINON". 

O  damn'd  deteiled  trafiic  ! — But  proceed. 

\  Arcas. 

While  the  luxurious  kver  thus  increased, 
Still,  in  proportion  as  it  gather'd  rage, 


164        AGAMEMNON. 

He  lent  it  fewel ;  and,  more  bold,  difclos'd 
His  noon-day  treafon.     Murmurs  went  about, 
And  fpread  at  laft  into  the  common  talk, 
That  you  was  proud,  fevere,  beneath  the  notion 
Of  holding  firm  the  helm  of  (late,  a  tyrant ; 
That  in  vain  wars,  which  nought  imported  them, 
You  fpent  their  treafure,  fhed  their  nobeir.  blood  ; 
And  that,  Troy  conquer'd  once,  to  her  rich  plains 
You  meant  from  Argcs  to  tranfplant  your  empire. 

Mean  time,  in  private,. all,  whom  wild  debauch 
Has  fet  adrift  from  every  human  tie ; 
Whom  riot,  want,  and  cenfeious  guilt  inflame* 
Holding  the  gods  and  virtue  in  contempt* 
Amidit  their  bowls ;  fuch  are  his  bofom-fiiends : 
And  joimd  to  them,  a  meaner  ruffian  band, 
Of  villains  bold  in  crimes,  whofe  trade  is  murder, 
Hang  in  black  clouds  around  him  ;  whence,  1  fear, 
A  fuddert  tempeit  is  prtpar'd  to  burft. 

This,  Sir,' from  duty  and  a  faithful  zeal, 
I  plain  unfold  :  nor  on  my  word,  alone, 
Believe  thefe  accufations ;  clear  as  day, 
I  for  them  will  produce  the  ftrongeft  proof. 

Agamemnon. 
I  thank  thee,  Areas*     Truth,  tho'  fometimes  clad 
In  painful  luftre,  yet  is  always  welcome, 
Dear  as  the  light  that  fhews,the  lurking  rock  : 
?Tis  the  fair  liar  that,  ne'er  into  the  main 
Defcending,  leads  us  fafe  thro'  ftormy  life- 
Gods  !  how  it  tears  me*  from  each  calmer  thought ! 

T<* 
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To  think  this  traitor,  that  this  double  traitor, 

This  traitor  to  myfelf  and  to  my  people, 

Should  by  fuch  fneaking,  fuch  unmanly  ways, 

Thus  filch  away  my  crown  !— — 

Why  ftand  I  chafing  here  ?  One  timely  deed 

Is  worth  ten  thou  fand  words — Come  then,  my  friends, 

Come  and  behold  me  feize  amidft  his  guards, 

His  coward  guards — Guilt  ever  was  a  coward — 

This  rival- king,- and  with  him  crown  my  triumph. 

Till  then  Troy  fmokes  in  vain,  and  Jgamemnon 

Cannot  be  faid  to  conquer. 

Melisander. 

Sir,  beware 

Agamemnon.  n. 

Of  what  beware  ?  Where  am  I,  Melif under  ? 
Am  I  not  in  Mycerue  f  in  my  palace  ? 
Are  not  thefe  crowds,  that  ftream  along  the  ftreets, 
My  fubjecls  all  ?  Of  what  mould  I  beware  ? 
Not  feize  a  traitor  in  my  own  dominions  ? 
Yes,  I  will  feize  him,  Melifander, — will ! 

Me  I- 1  SANDER. 

What  grace  to  kings  fuch  generous  ardour  gives  ! 
But  tho'  brave  deeds  be  warm  at  firft  conceiv'd, 
Let  the  beil  purpofe  cocl,  nor  mifs  your  blow. 
More  firm  and  fure  the  hand  of  courage  ftrikes, 
When  it  obeys*  the  watchful  eye  of  caution. 
You  hear  from  Areas,  Sir,  what  ruffian  bands, 
What  ferret  deaths,  what  daggers  lurk  around  him : 
Be  cautious  then  ;  for  virtue  s,  ^ior,  '5  fake  ! 

H  And, 
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And,  when  you  ftrike,  ftrike  home. 
Agamemnon. 

O  for  thofe  Greeks  ! 
That  this  rude  day  are  toffing  on  the  feas ; 
Thofe  hard>  Greeks ■,  whom  ten  years  war  has  fleel'd; 
With  toils,  with  dangers,  and  with  death  familiar : 
Then  mould  you  fee  what  chaff  before  the  wind 
Are  thefe  weak  fons  of  foft  enfeebling  peace, 
Thefe  wretches,  only  bold  where  unrefiiled. 

MEL  [SANDER. 

But  fince,  my  lord,  you  cannot  now  exert 
This  nobler  force,  let  prudence  take  its  place. 
Have  patience,  only,  till  you  fafely  can, 
And  furely,  feize  him. 

Agamemnon. 

Well/  till  then  I  will. 
Acid,  tho'  not  made  of  patient  mold,  in  this 
I  will  have  patience,  will,  fome  tedious  hours, 

Reprefs  my  vengeance — - —  \Paufing. 

Yes,  I  like  the  thought — 
He  may  be  feiz'd  this  evening  at  the  banquet, 
Be  there  furpriz'd  with  eafe — and  fhall !  — 
For  by  th'  eternal  gods  that  rule  mankind  ! 
The  fleep  of  death  alone  fnall  feal  thefe  eyes, 
While  fuch  a  wretch  holds  power  in  my  dominions. 

Oh  Clytemnejira  !  to  the  public,  now, 
Succeeds  the  private  pang. — At  thought  of  thee, 
New  rage,  new  vengeance  make  my  inmoft  foul  ! 
Was  my  belov'd,  my  qjieen,  my  Clytem?iejlra, 

So 
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So  long  abandon'd  in  a  villain's  power, 
•Who  knows,  it  feems,  no  limits,  owns  no  laws, 
Save  thofe  one  vice  impofes  on  another  ? 
And  now  the  fecret  caufe,  I  fear,  is  plain, 
Of  that  unufual  damp,  that  ftrange  dejection, 
Which  clouded  her  at  meeting.     Siill  the  more 
I  pour'd  my  fondnefs,  ilill  the  more  diftrefs'd 
She  feem'd  ;  and,  turning  from  my  tender  gaze, 
The  copious  mower  flole  down  her  troubled  cheek  ; 
As  if  me  pity'd  thofe  my  blind  endearments, 
And  in  her  breaft  fome  horrid  fecret  fwell'd — 
Should  it  be  fo  —  Confufion  ! — Can  I  floop 
Even  to  fuppofe  it  ! — How  from  flight  miftakes 
Great  evils  fpring  !  But  the  moll  fruitful  fource 
Of  every  evil— O  that  T,  in  thunder, 
Could  found  it  o'er  the  Kilning  earth  to  kings — 
Js  delegating  power  to  wicked  hands. 

Melisander. 
My  lord,  let  no  fufpicions  of  the  queen 
E'er  taint  your  bofom  :  if  I  judge  aright 

Agamemnon. 
No,  b'elifanilry  no  ;   I  am  not  jealous; 
In  me  that  paffion  and  contempt  were  one  ; 
No,  'tis  her  fituation  gives  me  horror, 
Her  dreadful  fituation  ! — But  of  this 

b. Then  tell  me,  Areas,  tell  me  truly ; 

Are  there  a  few,  fay,  do  there  yet  remain 
A  faithful  few  !  to  fave  the  finking  ftatc  ? 
Can  you,  ere  night,  colka  an  honcfl  band, 

A  band 
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A  band  of  fuch  as  worthy  are  to  refcue 
Their  king  and  country  from  impending  fate  ? 
Ah  !  little  thought  I,  that  amidft  my  fubje&s, 
Embofom'd  fweet  in  peace,  I,  like  a  tyrant, 
Should  e'er  have  needed  guards. 
Arcas. 

Yes,  Sir,  I  know 
A  band  of  generous  youths,  whom  native  virtue, 
Unbroken  yet  by  avarice  or  profufion, 
Fits  for  our  purpofe  :  Thefe  I  can  collect— 

Agamemnon. 
About  it  quickly,  Arcas  ;  lofe  no  time  : 
Go,  bring  me  to  the  banquet  thofe  brave  youths  : 
I  long  for  their  acquaintance.     Till  that  hour, 
Domeftic  cares  and  joys  demand  my  prefence : 
The  father's  heart  now  bears  me  to  my  children. 
Farewel  !  My  all  depends  upon  your  conduct. 


The  End  of  the  Third  A8. 


ACT 
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ACT    IV.     SCENE    I< 


Agamemnon,  Melisander. 

Agamemnon. 

DOmeflic  pleafures  fpread  their  charms  in  vain— 
O  for  the  hour  of  vengeance  !  I,  till  then, 
But  ftalk  about,  the  fhadow  of  a  king. 
Heard  you  from  Areas  aught? 

Melisander. 

Be  patient,  Sir, 
As  yet  the  time  permits  not  his  return. 
Areas  is  zealous,  ardent  in  your  fervice, 
And  will  not  fail  his  duty. 

Enter  an  Officer  belonging  to  the  Court, 
Officer. 

Sir,  Cajfandra 
Is  jufl  axriv'd. 

Agamemnon. 
Conduct  the  princefs  hither. 
This  Priam's  faireft  daughter,  Melifander, 
Is  a  young  princefs  of  engiging  beauty, 
Rais'd  by  diftrefs,  of  noble  fenfe  and  fpiritj 

Vol.  Ilf.  I  Eut, 
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"But,  by  poetic  vifions  led  aftray, 
She  dreamt  Apollo  lov'd  her,  and  the  gift 
Of  prophecy  beitow'd,  to  gain  her  promife  : 
The  gift  once  her's,  the  chaftely-faithlefs  mai'd 
Deceived  the  god  ;  who  therefore,  in  revenge, 
Since  he  could  not  rccal'it,  made  it  ufeleTs, 
For  ever  doomed  to  meet  with  difregard. 
E'er-fince  the  lovely  vifionary  raves 
With  dignity  ;  foretels  the  fate  of  nations; 
And,  judging  of  the  future  from  the  pall, 
Has  oft  been  wondrous  happy  in  her  guefTes. 
Some  flrange,  fome  recent  instances  of  this, 
Corifirm-her  in  her  venerable  madnefs. 

Melisander. 
Be  not  too  ram  in  judging,  Agatnemnon-, 
for  we,  blind  mortals,  but  a  little  know 
Of  boundlefs  Nature — Hark!  the  princefs  comes; 
1  hear  her  voice,  I.  hear  the  voice  of  forrow. 


S  C  ENE    II. 

Agamemnon,    Melisander,   Cassandra, 
attended  by  Trojan  Captives, 

Cassandra,  entering. 
O  hoilile  roofs  !  jO  Ilium  !  O  my  country  ! 

8  AG  A  MEM- 
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Agamemnon. 
I  cannot  blame  your  grief,  unhappy  princefs, 
But,  if  it  can  relieve  you,  here  be  Aire 
Of  an  afylum,  fafe  as  Priam's  palace. 

Cassandr  a. 
O  fweet  abode  !  O  palace  of  my  fathers  ! 
My  bleeding  heart  melts  while  1  think  of  thee ; 
Think  of  the  days  of  innocence  and  joy, 
That  (hone  upon  me  there.    How  chang'd  art  thou! 
Ah  !  what  a  fcene,  when  I  beheld  thee  laft  ! 
Rage,  blood,  and  flames,  and  ihrieks  of  murder  round 

me  ! 
The  fword  of  Pyrrbus,  and  a  feeble  father  ! 
Where  was  your  Heflor  then  ?  Where  all  his  fons? 
O  Priam's  numerous  race  !  what  are  you  now 
Become  ?  Ah  me,  the  defolating  gods 
liave  laid  their  hands,  their  iron  hands,  upon  us. 

Agamemkom. 
From  paft  misfortunes,  princefs,  turn  your  eye— • 

Cassandra. 
'Tis  true,  the  future  may  full  well  fufficc. 
Th'  avenging  fillers  trace  my  footfteps  Hill, 
The  hunters  -f I  ill  purfue  the  trembling  d,e. 
Where  am  I  ? — Gods  ! — Black  heavy  drops  of  blood 
Rundown  the  guilty  walls— With  the  dun  /Lades 
Of  night  afcending,  lo  :   fuccefiivc  troops 
OiTrjan  ghofts  are  flocking  to  the  banquet: 
Permitted  by  th   infernal  gods,  they  Cwinc, 
To  feall  them  with  the  honors  of  this  night, 
To  fnuif  the  blood  of  victims  -Ha  !  the  car, 

I  2  The 
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The  gay  triumphal  car,  is  turn'd,  at  once, 
Into  a  mournful  bier,  that  nods  along, 
Solemn  and  flow — Yes,  Troy  fhall  be  aveng'd  \ 
I  iliall  the  vengeance  fee  ;  and  yet  not  fee 
Thy  light,  returning  Pkaehus. 

_.Agamemnov. 

.  Fair  Ca£bndraf 
Indulge  no  more  thefe  melancholy  views, 
Thefe  vifions  form'd  by  gloomy-minded  grief. 
We  will  each  art,  each  tender  art  employ, 
To  foothe  your  forrows,  to  reflore  your  peace. 
You  come  not  to  the  proud  unfeeling  race 
Of  yefterday  :  we  know  the  turns  of  fortune  ; 
Have  drunk  the  cup,  the  wholefome  cup  of  fufferings, 
That  not  inflames  but.  moderates  the  mind. 
Then  fear  not,  princefs ;  let  me  call  you  daughter  \ 
Your  treatment  fhall  be  fuch  as  well  becomes 
The  dignity  of  woe,  becomes  the  great, 
The  fair  unhappy.    Nought  fhall  touch  your  honour. 
I  know,  I  feel  your  beauty :  but  here  dwell 
The  gods  of  hofpitality  and  faith  ; 
The  hymeneal  powers  are  honour'd  here. 
Yes,  1  will  ihield  thee,  equal  with  Eleflra, 
With  my  lov'd  daughter  in  thy  friendship  bleit. 

Cassand  ra. 
In  fpite  of  fwelling  tears  that  choak  the  way, 
Of  bitter  tears  by  big  remembrance  (lied, 
I  own  thy  goodnefs,  thank  thee,  Aga?nemnon. 
Mean  time,  in  vain,  are  all  thy  generous  cares, 

8  On 
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On  my  account.     The  gods  of  death  will,  foon, 
Extend  o  er  me  their  all- protecting  wing. 
I  {hall  not  long,  I  fhall  not  want  protection : 
But,  who,  devoted  prince,  will  give  it  thee  ? 
Even  while  we  talk  the  fecret  wheels  are  turning, 
That  lift  the  vile,  and  lay  the  mighty  low. 
I  pity  thee,  the  houfe  of  Pefcps  pity  : 
Forgive  me,  Troy ;  I  pity  thy  deftroyers. 
Enter  an  Ojficer. 
Office  r. 
A  mefTenger  from  Areas,  Sir — — 
Agamemnon. 

'Tis  well. 
To  my  apartment  lead  him— you  mean-while 

[To  Melifander. 
-Attend  the  princefs ;  grace  her  with  fuch  honours, 
As  fuits  her  to  receive,  and  me  to  give. 


SCENE    III. 

Cassandra,  Chorus  of  Trojan  Capiivesy 
Melisander. 

Meli?ander. 
Fair  princefs,  flop  thefe  tears.     Exert  that  befl, 
That  noble!!  virtue,  which  can  mailer  fortune, 
An  equal  mind. 

Cassandra. 
Not  for  myfelf  I  weep  !— 

I  3  But, 
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But,  oh  my  dear  companions !  How  for  yoti; 
My  bofom  yearns ! 

Chorus. 
We  have  together  liv'd  ! 
Tog-ether  let  us  die  ! 

Cassandra. 
Together  liv'd ! 
At  this  ten  thoufand  images  awake  ; 
Ten  thoufand  little  tendernelTes  throb. 

Chorus. 
O  days  of  youth  !  O  carelefs  days  !  Untaught' 
To  weep,  if  love  fhed  not  the  pjeafing  tear. 

Cassandr  a, 
O  woods !  O  fountains  !  O  delightful  meads ! 
That  lent  us  flowers,  the  prime  of  blooming  Majy 
To  deck  our  treifes. 

Chorus. 

O  the  yellow  banks 
Of  fair  Sca?nander  /  in  whofe  filver  ftream 
We  us'd  to  bathe,  beneath  the  fecret  ihade. 

Cassandra. 
O  chearful  Ida's  airy  fummits  !  where 
The  gods  delight  to  dwell. 

Chorus. 

O  filent  Troy  / 
Whofe  ftreets  have  often  echo'd  with  our  fong. 

Cassandra. 
O  the  loft  labours  of  a  ruin'd  people  ! 
O  country  !  freedom  !  friends !  relations !  All, 

That 
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That  gives  or  tafte  or  dignity  to  life, 
All,  all  is  gone,  beyond  recovery  gone ! 
Chorus. 

Then  let  us  die  ! 

Cassandra. 
For  me,  the  hunted  hart 
More  fervent  pants  not  for  the  cooling  itream, 
Than  1  to  wrap  me  in  the  quiet  fhades 
Of  death.     But  ah  !  my  helplefs  friends,  for  you, 
I  feel  its  keeneit  anguiih. 

Chorus. 
Not  for  us, 
Feel"  not  for  us.     What  comfort  have  we  left  ? 
Vi  hat  hope,  what  wifh  in  life?— One  healing  pang,. 
And -then  we  weep  no  more. 

CaSSANDR/A* 

Refrefhing  thought! 
And  then  from  bondage,  pain,  from  every  ill, 
For  ever  free,  we  meet  our  friends  again  ; 
Our  parents,  brothers,  filters,  lovers  meet. 

Chorus. 
Then  let  us  die  !  and  fudden  be  the  blow  ! 

C/\    SANDRA. 

The  gods  afTent. —  Behold  the  happy  more  ! 
But,  ah  !  there  lies  a  itormy  fea  betwixt! 

Ml 1. 1    anijkr. 
So  fings  the  plaining  nightingale  her  woes. 

!  A  N  D  K  A  . 

Ah,  far  unlike  the  nightingale  ! — She  fings, 

i  4  Unceafing, 
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Unceafing,  thro'  the  balmy  nights  of  May ; 
She  fings  from  love  and  joy,  while  we,  alas !— - 

Meltsander. 
Behold   the    queen.— -Deep-wrapt    in  thought   /he- 

feems. 

Cassandra. 
O  direful  mufmgs !-— Lead  us  from  her  prefence* 


SCENE    IV. 

Clytemnestra. 
Sweetpeaceofmind  !  whence  pleafure borrows  taltej 
Daughter  of  virtue  !  whither  art  thou  fled  ? 
To  what  calm  cottage,  to  what  blamelefs  made, 
Far  from  thefe  guilty  walls  ?  O  walls !  O  race  ! 
To  horrors  doomM  ! — Before  me  gathers  faft 
A  deepning  gloom,  with  unknown  terrors  big.— 
Not  quite  unknown. — Gods  !  what  a  dreadful  hint 
Flafh'd  from  Egijlhus,  when  I  faw  him  laft  ! 
And  to  what  defperate  actions  cannot  fafety, 
Ambition,  love  and  vengeance  drive  the  foul  !— 
Diflraclion  lies  that  way — yet,  how  efcape  ? 
Shame  urges  on  behind,  unpitying  fhame, 
That  worit  of  furies,  whofe  fell  afpecl  frights 
Each  tender  feeling  from  the  human  breaft. 
Goodnefs  itfelf  even  turns  in  me  to  gall, 
And  only  ferves  to  heighten  my  defpair. 
How  kind  was  Agamemnon  !  generous  !  fond  ! 
How  more  than  ufual  mild  !  As  if/  on  purpofe, 

To 
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To  give  thefe  tortures  their  fevereft  fling. 
Happy !  compar'd  to  this  tormented  ftate, 
Where  honour  only  lives  with  inward  lafh, 
To  punilh  guilt,  happy  the  harden'd  wretch, 
Who  feels  no  confcience,  and  who  fears  no  crime!— 
Oh  horrid  !  horrid  !  Oh  flagitious  thought ! 
How  is  it  with  the  mind  that  can  endure 
A  thought  fo  dire  ! — My  fole  remaining  hope 
Is  death,  kind  death,  that  amiable  fleep,  % 
Which  wakes  no  more, — at  leafl  to  mortal  care- 
But  then  the  dark  Hereafter  that  may  come. — 
There  is  no  anchor  that  againfl  this  itorrn, 
This  mighty  fea  of  doubts  and  fears,  can  hold. 
Hopelcfs,  I  drive. — One  thought  deftroys  another.— 
This  ftranger  too! — Should  it  be  MdiJ'ander— 
Is  there  a  fear,  however  idle,  wild, 
And  even  almofl:  impoflible,  which  guilt, 
The  feeble-hearted  guilt  not  entertains  ? 
I  order 'd  his  attendance. — See,  he  comes. 


SCENE    V. 

Clytemnestra,  Melisander. 

Clytemnestra. 
Stranger,  are  you  not  he,  whom  Agamemnon, 
By  an  amazing  chance,  in  his  return, 
fcav'd  from  a  de&ft  iflc  ? 

I  s  Mem- 
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Melisander. 

Madam,  the  fame. 
Clytemmstra. 
I  much  admire  your  fortunate  deliverance, 
And  wifh  to  hear  your  ftory  :  why  there  left, 
And  how  fuflain'd.     Indulge  me  with  it,  itrangerw 

Mel  I  SANDER. 

Madam,  I  come  this  moment  from  the  king, 
Charg'd-with  a  matter  which  requires  difpatch:- 
But,  that  tranfa&ed  once,  without  delay, 
I  will  attend  your  orders. 

Clytemntstr  a. 

Then,  it  feems-, 
You  are  not  quite  a  ftranger  in  My  una*. 
What  is  your  country  ? 

Melisander, 
Greece, 

CLY  J  EMNESTRA. 

What  part  of  Greece  ? 

Mel  I  SANDER. 

At  Athens  I  was  born. 

Clytemnestra. 
But  in  My c en ay 
Have  you  not  in  Mycenae  been  before  ? 

Melisander. 
There  are  not,  Madam,  many  parts  of  Greece 
To  me  unknown. 

Clytemnestra. 
Why  thus  avoid  my  queftion  ? — 

Have 
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Have  you  been  here  before  ? 

Melisander. 

Madam,  I  have: 
Clytemnestra. 
Here  in  this  palace  ? — Ha  !  why  Hand  you  filent  ? 
You  keep  your  eyes  unmov'd  upon  the  ground. 
What  mould  this  mean  :  Beneath  that  rough  difguife 
There  lurks,  methinks,  a  form,  which  fomewhere  I 
Have  feen. 

Melisander. 
The  dream  of  fancy,  that  the  more 
It  is  indulged,  perplexes  flill  the  more. 
I  tarry  here  too  long;  the  king's  commands 
Admit  of  no  delay. 

Clytemnestra. 
Tis  fo!  'tis  fo! 
Air,  features,  manner,  voice,  this  ftudy'd  hafte, 
The  (hifts  of  one  unprattis'd  in  deceit, 
All,  all  confpire— One  image  wakes  another, 
And  thick  they  flafh  upon  me ! 

Melisander. 

You  grow  pale, 
You  tremble,  Madam  ;  that  miitake,  I  find, 
Concerning  me  turns  wilder  and  dilturbs  you. . 
Let  me  retire  — 

Clytemnestra. 

A  moment— flay— - — 

Melisander. 

In  vain, 
16  I  find 
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I  find  it  is  in  vain  to  wrap  me  longer 
In  ihefe  evaiions. 

Clytemnestra. 

Melifander  ! 

Melisander. 

Madam 

Clytemnestra. 
And  can  it  be  ?  Behold  I  then  the  man, 
Whom  I  fo  long  have  number'd  with  the  dead  ? 
Almighty  gods  !  Behold  I  Melifander  ? 
But,  ah !  how  changed!  how  darken'd  with  fufpicion! 
Yes,  I  am  deem'd  the  author  of  his  woes. 

Melisander, 
Madam,  forgive — — 

,    Clytemnestra. 

Y\  hy  elfe  from  me  conceal 
Your  wim'd  return — I  plainly  am  diftruited — 
By  Agamemnon  too — It  was  unkind, 
Unjuft,  unfriendly,  mocks  me,  Melifander, 

Melisa  nder. 
Indeed  you  wrong  me,  Madam,  wrong  me  much, 
To  judge  me  apt  or  to  conceive  or  fpread 
Diflruft.     I  would  have  perifh'd  by  myfelf, 
Unknown,  unwept,  in  helplefs  folitude, 
Rather  than  here  return  to  this  full  world, 
To  fet  my  mifirefs  and  her  lord  at  variance, 
O  think  me  not  a  bufy  peace-deftroyer  ! 
Accurfed  is  the  wretch,  to  focial  life 
The  moll  inhuman  foe,  who  in  the  nice, 

The 
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The  tender  fcenes  of  life,  dares  rafhly  meddle, 
And  fow  divifion  between  friends  and  lovers. 

Clytemnestra. 
The  generous  heart  is  ever  flow  to  blame, 
But  Melifander,  not  to  me  were  owing, 
Not  in  the  leaft  to  me,  thofe  cruel  woes, 
This  worfethan  death,  which  you  fo  long  have fufFer'd, 
Tnflead  of  that,  your  fate,  how,  whither  gone, 
If  carry'd  off,  or  fecretly  deftroy'd, 
Was  all  a  mournful  myftery  to  me, 
Dark  as  the  night  on  which  you  difappear'd. 
Did  you  but  know,  here  in  my  fecret  foul, 
What  undiflembled  pangs  your  abfence  rcuz'd, 
W  hat  I  have  felt  for  you,  and  for  myfelf, 
In  lofing  fuch  a  wife  and  faithful  friend ; 
Knew  you  but  thefe,  O  knew  you,  Melifander, 
How  your  difafter  has  been  truly  mine, 
You  never  could  fufpeft  me. 

Mllisander. 

Witnefs  Heav'n  ! 
1  never  did — Your  heart  I  know  difdains, 
A  thought  that  looks  like  cruelty  or  fraud. 
From  the  rlrft  moment  that  his  ruffians  feiz'd  me, 
I  had  no  doubt,  I  knew  it  was  Egijlhus. 
Some  time  before  I  mark'd  the  rifing  ftorm, 
And  meant  to  warn  you,  but  it  fudden  burft, 
And  bore  me  far  away,  far  from  all  means, 
Even  from  all  hope  of  pending  you  aflillance. 

Ayl 
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Ay !  there  I  fuffer'd  moft.     My  fears  for  you, 
At  once  by  guile  and  violence  befet, 
Took  off  the  point  of  my  own  proper  woes. 
But  when  your  awful  virtues  ftruck  my  thought, 
Your  wifdom,  fpirit,  refolution,  truth  ; 
That  dread  effulgence  of  the  fpotlefs  foul, 
"Which  fmites  the  hardeft  villain  into  fhame ; 
My  fears  appear'd  impertinent  and  vain. 
Yet  doubtlefs,  Madam,  you  have  had  occafioa 
For  a  firm  ruling  hand  and  watchful  eye, 
For  every  virtue ;  and  I  truly  joy, 
That  Agatnemnon  finds  at  his  return 
Egijlkus  by  your  conduct  thus  rellrain'd. 

Clytemnestra. 
By  Heavens !  he  tries  me, — O  fufpicious  guilt ! 

Your  words  are  friendly,  but  your  deeds  are  doubtful* 

No,  Melifander,  friendfhip  with  diftruft 

Gan  never  dwell.     And  that  I  am  diitrufted 

To  me  is  certain — In  a  matter  too, 

That  much  concern'd  my  peace,  concern'd  my  honour. 

For  did  you  even  afcribe  your  woes  to  me, 

You  could  not  manage  with  more  diltant  caution. 

Melisandeiu. 
Whence  is  it  that  the  noble  Clytemneftra, 
Who  us'd  to  fhine  in  a  fuperior  fphere 
Of  fair  ferenity  and  candid  peace, 
Should  to  thefe  doubts  defcend,  thefe  dark  fufpicions  I 

For 
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For  me,  I  here  atteft  the  gods,  my  foul 

Ne'er  knew  a  thought,  that  fwell'd  not  with  efleem, 

With  love,  and  veneration  of  your  virtues. 

And  for  the  king,  no  young  enraptur'd  lover,. 

In  all  the  firft  effufions  of  his  foul, 

New  to  the  mighty  charm  :  no  friend,  who  meets> 

After  long  years  of  dark  and  filent  abfence, 

His  happy  friend  again,  feels  livelier  joy, 

Than  Jgamemnon  feels,  while  his  glad  tongue 

Runs  out  in  endlefs  praife  of  Cljtemnejlra — ■ 

Eut  I  mull  wait  his  orders. 

Cly temnestr  a. 

Do  your  duty. 
I  too  mull  go,  mull  to  Egifthus  flrait  [AJide* 

Impart  this  dreadful  news. 


S  C  E  N  E    VI. 

Melisander,  alone. 

She  went  abruptly— 
And  as  we  talk'd,  methought,  ftrange  paflions  fhook 
Her  inward  frame,  and  darken'd  every  feature. 
Behold  the  black,  the  guilt-concealing  night, 
Fall  clofes  round.     Wide,  thro'  this  ample  palace, 

The 
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The  lamps  begin  to  fhine.     The  tempell  falls; 
The  weary  winds  fink,  breathlefs.    But,  who  knows, 
What  fiercer  tempeft  yet  may  make  this  night. 
Soul-chearing  Phcebus^  with  thy  facred  beams 
O  quickly  come,  and  chafe  thefe  fullen  fhadows. 


The  End  of  the  Fourth  A8. 


ACT 
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ACTV.       SCENE    I, 

Clytemnestra,  Egisthus; 

Egisthus. 

AH  Clytemnejlra  !  what  a  change  is  here  ! 
And  mull  1  then  thus  fteal  an  interview  ? 
Are  we  alone  ? 

Clytemnestra. 
You  fright  me  with  that  queftion : 
Vou  look  afloniuYd. 

Egisthus. 
On  the  brink  of  rum 
We,  tottering,  ftand. 

Clytemnestra. 

That  is  no  news  to  me. 
Egisthus. 
Bat— • 

Clytemnestra. 
What? 

Egisthus. 
We  are  difcover'd. 

Clytem- 
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Clytemnestra. 

Ha!  difcover'dr 
Egjsthus. 
Yes,  certainly  difcover'd.     Areas  now, 
By  Agamemnon's  orders,  in  the  city 
Collects  a  band,  to  feize  me  at  the  banquet, 
A  fhorthour  hence.     And  my  accufers,  Madam*. 
You  may  be  well  affur'd  are  not  your  friends. 

Clytemn*  stra.    ^ 
'Tis  plain!  'tis  plain! — The  parting  fogs  difperfe  : 
And  now  the  doubtful  fcene  i*ands  all  reveal'd — 
Who  could  have  thought  they  ihould  diftemble  thusiT 
But  I  can  tell  you  more. 

Egisthus. 

What,  Madam  ?  fpeak-; 
For  danger  prefTe*  on  us.-- 

Clytemnestra. 

Saw  you  him, 
This  feeming  ftranger,  fav'd  by  Agamemnon  ? 

Egisthus. 
Areas  and  he  to-day,  my  friends  inform  me, 
Were  bufy  with  the  king  ;  and  doubtlefs,  then* 
It  was  concerted  that  i  ihould  be  feiz'd. 

Clytemnestra. 
Ah !  did  you  know,  Egijlbus,  who  he  is ! *- 

Egisthus. 
Who? 

Clytemnestra. 


Melijander, 


Egisthu! 
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Egisthus. 

Gods !  and  does  he  live  ? 
For  my  confufion  fav'd  !  Q  grofs,  grofs  folly  ! 
To  do  an  action  of  that  kind  by  halves. 
Had  he  been  filent  duft — To  pleafe  you,  Madam* 
From  a  falfe  tendernefs  for  you,  he  lives ■ 

Clytemnestra. 
A  mighty  merit !  glorious  boail:  indeed  ! 
Hear  him,  ye  gracious  gentle  powers  of  love  f 
From  tendernefs  for  me,,  he  did  not  murder 
A  worthy  blamelefs  man,  who  never  hurt  him ; 
He  murder'd  not  my  friend,  my  faithful  friend. 
Ah.'  'tis  fuch  tendernefs,  that  makes  me  wretched; 
Such  tendernefs,  that  flill  in  blacker  guilt, 
In  the  laft  depth  of  mifery  will  plunge  me- 

Egisthus. 
It  is  not,  Madam,  now  a  time  for  this. 
Think  of  our  fituation  :  clofe  befet 
By  all  thofe  ills  which  mortals  moil  abhor, 
Whom  have  we  to  confide  in  but  each  other? 
And  this  fad  meeting  is  perhaps  our  laft. 
Concord  alone,  and  vigorous  meafures,  can 
Prevent  our  ruin — But,  from  Meli/ander, 
What  did  you  learn  ?  Are  you  yourfelf  fufpe&edZ 

Clytemnestra. 
I  cannot  find  I  am :— And  yet  I  muft. 

Egisthus. 
But,  as  for  me,  my  ruin  is  no  fecret. 

Clytem- 
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Clytemnestra. 
*Tis  true,  fome  dark  attempt  goes  on  againft  you* 

Egisthus. 
Then  have  I  rightly  done. 

Clytemnestra. 

What  have  you  done  ? 
.  Egisthus. 
What  prudence,  jufiice,  love  and  vengeance,  all 

Demand 

Clytemnestra. 
Immortal  Powers !  you  have  not  ? — 
Egisthus. 

No:  b 
But  mult,  and  will — What  elfe  can  you  propofe*   * 

Clytfmnfstra. 
Oh,  any  thing  befides !  immediate  flight, 

Eternal  abfence,  death  ' 

Egisthus. 

Let  others  die ! 
Let  the  proud,  faithlefs,  falfe,  injurious  tyrant  % 
The  hero  glorious  in  his  daughter's  murder  ; 
The  fcourge  of  Greece*  who  has,  from  wild  ambition* 
Shed  fo  m  uch  blood — let  rfgamemnon  4ie  1 

Clytemn  estra. 
Oh  heavens  and  earth !  you  (hock  me  to  diffraction  I 

I  have,  Egijlhus,  hitherto  avoided 
This  dreadful  point,  Itill  hoping  you  might  drop 
Your  horrid  refolution  :  now  I  tell  you, 
Before  the  liftening  gods,  I  plainly  tell  you, 

That 
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That  Agamemnon  fhall  not  fall  unwarn'd  : 
You  fhall  not  rife  by  me  into  his  throne  : 
I  will  not  be  the  tool  of  your  ambition  ; 
Will  not  be  wretched,  infamous  for  ever, 
The  blufh  of  women,  the  difgrace  of  nature! 
That  you  may  gain  your  execrable  views, 
Mafk'd  under  fmooth  pretences. — I  am  guilty  % 
Alas  !  I  am — But  think  not  therefore,  tyrant ! 
To  give  me  law.     There  are  degrees  in  guilt  5 
And  1  have  flill  my  reafon  left,  have  left 
Some  refolution,  fome  remains  of  virtue  : 
Yes,  I  dare  die  ;  and  who  dares  die,  EgiJIbusf 
Needs  not  be  driven  to  villanous  extremes! 
Mark  me,  infulting  man  ! — My  certain  cure 
Of  every  woe,  my  cordial  draught  is  ready  ; 
And  if  you  do  not  promife  me,  here  fwear 
To  drop  your  fell  defigns  on  Agamemnon, 
To  quit  this  palace— You  may  itill  efcape — 
And  never  fee  me  more ;  I  go,  I  go, 

This  moment  to  difcover  all  and  die ! 
Egisthus. 

What!   Clytcmnejlra! 

Clytemnestra. 

Nothing  fhall  difTuade  mc 

I  will  not  argue  more  — Say,  only  fay, 

Muft  1  betake  me  to  this  cruel  refuge  ? 

This  dire  neceflity  ? 

Egisthus. 

Permit  me,  Madam  ; 

Hear 
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Hear  me  but  once,  and  then  purfue  your  purpofe. 

Suppofe  us  guilty,  what  you  will; — yet,  Madam, 
Shall  we  acknowledge  and  proclaim  that  guilt  ? 
Shall  we,  by  patient  waiting  for  our  doom, 
By  pitiful  neglett  of  felf-defence, 
Unheard-of  meannefs !  ftamp  it  into  fhame? 
No  ;  let  us  wipe  it  out  with  bold  fuccefs. 
Jt  is  fuccefs  that  colours  all  in  life : 
Succefs  makes  fools  admir'd,  makes  villains  honeft; 
All  the  proud  virtue  of  this  vaunting  world 
Fawns  on  fuccefs,  and  power,  howe'er  acquir'd. 

If  then,  fuppofing  guilt,  it  were  a  meannefs 
To  ftoop  to  fhame,  can  words  exprefs  the  madnefs 
Of  flopping  fhort,  with  infamy  and  ruin, 
When  juftice,  love  and  vengeance,  urge  to  glory  ? 
Jnftead  of  being  deem'd  a  generous  queen, 
The  brave  avenger  of  her  fex's  honour, 
FanVd  for  her  fpirit,  for  her  juft  refentment ; 
Who  greatly  punifh'd  a  perfidious  hufband, 
A  cruel  tyrant ;  one,  who  from  his  bed, 
His  throne,  propos'd,  with  open  fhame,  to  turn  her. 
And  to  her  place  to  take  his  country's  foe, 
To  take  a  Trojan  captive,  proud  Cajfandra  : 
Jnftead  of  fuch  renown,  can  Clytemneflra — 
Forgive  the  doubt — Can  fhe  fubmit  to  pafs, 
Thro'  future  times,  for  an  abandon'd  woman  ? 
A  feeble,  fpiritlefs,  abandon'd  woman  ! — 
Nay,  Madam,  hear  the  truth,  what  now  I  tell  you 
ft'luft,  in  a  litiie  fcanty  hour,  take  place ; 

XIji 
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In  a  few  moments,  you  mull  be  the  firft 
Or  laft  of  women  ;  be  the  public  fcorn, 
Or  admiration  of  approving  Greece — 
You  know  you  muft — be  Agamemnon  %  Have, 
CaJJandras  flave,  or  nobiy  punifh  both, 
And  reign  with  me  in  happinefs  and  glory. 

Confult  your  heart ;  can  you  refolve  on  ihame  ? 
On  voluntary  fhame  ?  That  only  ill 
The  generous  fear,  which  kills  the  foul  itfelf. 
Where  thofe  fair  features,  full  of  lovely  grandeur, 
Form'd  for  confufion  r  That  majeftic  front, 
To  be  bow'd  down  with  infamy  and  vilcnefs  ? 
Ah!  can  you  bear  contempt  ?  The  venom'd  tongue 
Of  thofe  whom  ruin  pleafes  ?  The  keen  fneer, 
The  lewd  reproaches  of  the  rafcalherd  ; 
Who  for  the  felf-fame  actions,  if  iuccefsful, 
Would  be  as  gro/ly  lavilh  in  your  praife  ? — 
To  fum  up  all  in  one — Can  you  fupport 
The  fcornful  glances,  the  malignant  joy, 
Or  more  detcfled  pity  of  a  rival  ? 
Of  a  triumphant  rival  ?— -No;  you  cannot. 
That  confcious  worth,  which  kindles  in  your  eye, 
Tells  me  you  cannot. — 

Put  in  vain  difputes 
No  more  to  fquander  thefe  important  moments : 
. ,  that  I  have  not,  to  the  frail  decifion 
j.v'ring  fear  and  female  weakncfr  left 
Our  freedom,  fafety,  happinefs  and  honour. 
Even  in  your  own  defpire  you  (hail  be  fav'd. 

*  And 
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And  could  you  be  fo  loft  to  reafon,  wild,, 
To  do  what  woman  never  did  before, 
What  fhocks  humanity,  accufe  yourfelf; 
You  only  court  diftionour  to  no  purpofe  : 
For  Jgamemncn  now  cannot  efcape  ; 
I  am  already  mafter  of  this  palace  ; 
All  is  prepar'd,  my  people  all  are  fix'd, 
All  properly  difpos'd ;  and  here  I  fvvear, 
By  facred  juftice,  glory,  love  and  vengeance! 
He  dies! — dies  in  the  bath,  before  the  banquet !— ■ 
And  with  him  dies  CaJJandra,  me,  who  dares, 
In  her  prefumptuous  thought^  ufurp  thy  honours. 
She  weeps ! — O  my  ador'd !  my  Clytemnejira  ! 
Forgive  this  barbarous  neceffary  truth  ! 
-Did  I  not  love  thee,  love  thee  more  than  empire, 
Than  life  and  glory,  would  I  thus  difclofe 
Thefe  dangerous  fecrets  ?   Gould  I  not  have  veil'd, 
And,  with  more  certain  caution,  gain'd  my  purpofe \ 

Clytemnestra. 
Oh  that  you  had,  Egijihus  !  then,  alas ! 
I  fhould  have  fondly  thought  myfelf  lefs  guilty, 

Egisthus. 
I  lofe  myfelf  in  foftnefs,  while  the  time, 
With  danger  big,  demands  intrepid  deeds. 
Wipe  off  thefe  tears — When  next  we  meet  agairi, 
All  will  be  well. 


SCENE 
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Clytemnestra. 
Ah  !  when  we  meet  again  ! — 
I  (land,  .at  laft,  convinc'd,  and  mult  difTemble— 
Yet  how  difTemble  ?  Painted,  in  my  face, 
Are  the  full  horrors  of  this  bloody  deed. 

But  who  are  thefe  approaching  ? — Ha! — Cajpxndra! 
How  fair  (he  feems  !  how  lovely  !  hateful  charms ! 
That  well  may  rival  mine,  decay'd,  and  funk 
By  guilt  and  forrow — She  pofTefs  my  bed  ! 
PofTefs  my  fcepter  ! — This  reftores  my  fpirit  -3 
I  am  abus'd  !  too  patient ! — Perifh  all ! 
Perifh  myfelf,  Egijlhus>  Agamemnon  ! 
So  this  proud  rival,  this  Cajfandra  perim. ! 


SCENE    III. 

Cassandra,  Trojan  Captives^  Melisander* 

Memsander. 
Daughters  of  Ilium  !  Uy  the  king's  command, 
1  come  to  aflc  your  prefence  at  the  banquet. 
Till  then  allow  me  to  partake  your  woes : 
I  have  a  reverence  for  them.     I  myfelf, 
Thanks  tothegraciousgods!  have  known  misfortune; 
I  am  with  grief  acquainted  ;  therefore  can 

Vol.  HI.  K  for 
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For  others  feel.     Sweet  fource  of  every  virtue, 

0  facred  Sorrow !  He  who  knows  not  thee, 
Knows  not  the  bell  emotions  of  the  heart, 
Thofe  tender  tears  that  humanize  the  foul, 

The  figh  that  charms,  the  pang  that  gives  delight; 
He  dwells  too  near  to  cruelty  and  pride, 
And  is  a  novice  in  the  fchool  of  virtue. 

Cassandra. 
We  thank  tliee,  flranger,  for  thy  generous  pity. 
Heaven  has,  it  feems,  throughout  diiTus'd  the  good. 
May  the  kind  Gods,  the  hofpitabie  Powers, 
For  this  befriend  thee !  Thou  muft  wander  ftill, 
Wilt  their  protection  want.— But  dgamemnon  ! 
Where  is  the  king  ? 

Melisander. 
Ha  bathes  him  for  the  banquet* 
The  banquet  earn'd  by  ten  years  war  and  toil. 
Cassandra* 
Short-fightcd  man  !  to  dream  of  fefial  joy, 
When  his  next  banquet  is  perhaps  with  Pluto. 

He  comes !  the  god  comes  rufhing  on  my  foul ! 
X)  gently  foothe  me  with  the  voice  of  mufic  ! 
Affuage  my  pangs  with  harmony  ! — Methink3, 

1  hear  Apollo's  lyre. 

Melisander. 

Myfterious  Powers ! 
Cassand  r  a. 
'Tis  gone — And  now  hardi  difcord  takes  its  place  : 
Dire  yellings  now  affright  my  trembling  ear. 

i  What 


AGAMEMNON.         19  j 

What  means  this  uproar  of  the  howling  foreA  ? 
The  lionefs  and  wolf,  to  ether  leagu'd, 
Purfue  the  lion's  life. — Behold  !  the  fnare, 
TV  infernal  fnare  is  fet,  fpread  by  the  ftream* 
Where,  unfufpecling  harm,  he  bathes  at  noon. 
Soon  will  thefe  guiltlefs  waters  bluih  with  blood*0 

Melisander. 
There  is  a  fort  of  gloomy  light  in  this, 
That  flafhes  horror  on  me. 

Cassandra. 

A  black  fwarm 
Of  fell  ideas  fefze  my  fancy. — Hence  ! 
O  fnatch  me  from  this  palace!  fhambles  rather! 
It  fmells  of  carnage  ;  breathes  a  hideous  fteam, 
As  if  from  gaping  fepulchres  exhal'd. 
And,  lo !  the  fpotlefs  love's,  the  fports,  the  joys, 
The  weeping  Lares  fly :  while  in  their  place. 
The  vices  all,  the  raging  furies  come ; 
And  with  them  Comas,  the  flufiVd  god  of  banquet^ 
Befmear'd  with  gore—They  fmg  the  funeral  h)  mn-^ 
What  do  I  fee?  What  mean  thefe  mangled  forms? 
Thefe  pale,  thefe  nightly  phantoms;  fuch  as  rife, 
To  working  fancy's  eye,  in  troubled  dreams  ? — 
Sec  !   where  they  fit  for  ever  at  the  gates, 
Demanding  vengeance — Vengeance  is  at  hand  — 

'tis  the  murdcr'd  boys,  whofc  limbs  were.  !  ere* 
Scrv'd  up  to  their  own  fire,  to  be  dcvolir'd  ! — - 

M  e  USA  N 

She  v  dread— The  (lory  of  Thycjles  / 

K  z 
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Cassandra. 
With  this  devoted  race  involv'd  I  fall : 
Nor  falls  the  flave  alone — The  mafter  falls. 
But  man  fhall  die  for  man,  for  woman  woman : 
Remember  this. 

Melisander. 
The  flave,  the  mailer  fall ! 
Cassandra. 
Ah  bofom-traitrefs !  111-perfuaded  queen  ! 
And  canft  thou  then  the  barbarous  fecret  keep  ? — 

Melisander. 
What  queen  ?  what  fecret  ?  Speak  more  plain,  Caf- 
fandra  ! 

Cassandra. 
From  guilt,  in  vain,  to  greater  guilt  you  fly, 
From  crime  to  crime  precipitated — No  ! 
The  wicked  find  no  peace — Diffraction  waits  thee ! — 
One  effort  more — Yes,  fave  thy  lord,  and  die — 
That  throw  belong'd  to  virtue — Cannot  then 
The  gentle  Powers  prevail  ? — A  moment  yet, 
The  doubtful  balance  yet  allows  a  moment — 
Down,  down  it  goes,  for  vengeance  and  for  Troy  ! 
But,  ah  !  fuch  vengeance,  as  even  foes  themfelves 
Abhor  to  fee  I 

Melisander; 
She  flaggers  .all  my  reafon. 
Unveil  thefe  dreadful  oracles — Perhaps — 

Cassandra. 
Yes,  in  a  moment,  they  will  be  too  plain. 
The  moment  comes !  The  furies  lafh.  it  on  ! 

Ha! 
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Ha!  Now! 

MELl  SANDER. 

Unufual  horror  creeps 
Cassandra. 

Alas! 
Keep  from  the  murderous  facrificer's  hand, 

0  keep  the  victim  bull!   Lo  !  feiz'd,  he  fpurns, 
He  foams  in  vain  — Behold  the  lifted  blow  ! 
Behold  the  thirfty  fteel!— They  ftrike  him!  — Hark  ! 
What  difmal  echoes  run  from  room  to  room  ! 

Melisander. 

1  heard  a  diftant  noife  ! 

[The  noife  of  Agamemnon'/  afjaffmation 
heard  indiftinclly,  and  at  a  dijiance, 
behind  the  fcenes. 
Cassandra. 

Again  ! — They  flrive, 
Th'  aflafTins  kbour  who  fhall  wound  him  moft. 
'Tie  done  !— He  falls  !— 

Agamemnon,  behind  the  Scenes, 

[The  noife  heard  difinclly^  and  near. 
Off!  villains!  cowards!  off!— 
By  villains  murder'd  !— Oh  ! 

Melisander. 

Great  gods !  the  king  !— 


SCENE 
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SCENE    IV. 

Melisander,  Cassandra,  Trojan  Captive** 
Electra,  Orestes* 

El.ECTR  A. 

Stop,  generous  Granger!  Jgamemnonh  friend! 

Melisakder. 
What  would  Ekflra  ?  what  with  ¥:elifand>r? 

Electra. 
Heavens !  Mdifander  I 

Meljsander. 

To  the  king's  affiftance] 
I  fly  ;  detain  me  not. 

Electra. 
He  is  no  more !— — • 
Melisander, 
Ha!  dead'! 

Electra. 
Yes,  murder 'd  by  Eglfihus  I  dead  \ 
Pierc'd  with  a  thoufand  wounds !  O  horror !  horror !— • 
We  have  not  time  for  grief — Orejles — Quick! 
Jiy  !  fave  my  brother  ! 

Orestes. 

Leave  my  father ! — No  ! 
It  is  but  once  that  I  have  ever  feen  him, 
Shall  I  no  more  I 

Electra. 
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Electra. 
But  to  revenge  his  death, 
O  fly,  OreJfeSj  for  that  glorious  purpofe  ! 
Tremendous  gods !  Methinks,  I  fee  his  ghoft, 
That  beckons  you  away  ! 

Orestes. 

I  come !  1  come ! 
On  Melifander—* 

Electra. 
Brother! 

Orestes. 

Oh,  my  filter ! 
What  will  become  of  thee  ? 

Electra. 

Good  Melifander, 

0  guard  my  brother !  fave  our  only  hope ! — 

1  heard  a  noife Farewel ! 

Orestes,  going. 

Ah !  poor  Ekata  ! 


SCENE    V. 

Electra,  Cassandra,  Trojan  Captives, 

Electra. 
The  murderers  come!  (lain'd  with  my  father's  blood ! 
Hide  me,  Cajfandray  hide  me  from  a  fight 
I  cannot  bear,  a  fcene  to  Nature  (hocking ! 

K  4  SCENE 
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SCENE    VI. 

The  hack- fane  opening  difcovers,  at  a  dijiance,  Aga- 
memnon'f  body.    Ele&ra  throws  herfelfby  it, 

Cassandra,  Trojan  Captives,  Egisthus  with 
fome  of  his  party, 

Egisthus. 
Enough,  my  friends ! — How  low,  how  filent,  now, 
The  mighty  boailer  lies ! — Another  blow 
Crowns  my  revenge. 

Cassandra. 

It  mall  not,  bafe  aiTaflin  I 
The  gods  arejuft;  amidft  the  crimes  of  men, 
Are  firmly  juit,  fupremely  wife  and  good  : 
The  gods  are  here,  in  all  their  terrors  prefent  f 
See  where  in  dreadful  majefty  they  fit ! 
And  write  thy  doom  in  Agamemnon1*  blood ! 

Egisthus. 
Think  not  to  fhake  me  with  thefe  gloomy  fables : 
This  arm  that  has  acquir'd,  mall  guard  my  power ; 
And  fince  I  now  enjoy  my  long-wilh'd  vengeance, 
All  here  is  calm  and  chearful. 

Cassandra. 

The  falfe  boafl 
Of  agonizing  guilt !  Thy  foul,  I  fee, 
Beneath  this  harden'd  pride,  this  brutal  courage, 

Boils 
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Boils  with  black  torments,  and  with  inward  tempeft. 
I  know  whence  breaks  that  gleam  of  joy  athwart  thee, 
As  lightning  flames  o'er  a  troubled  fky  : 
Thou  dream'fl  the  prince  now  falls  beneath  thy  fury: 
But  hear  and  tremble — young  Orejles  lives ! 

Egisthus. 
Hence  with  thy  vain  predictions,  doating  woman  !— 


SCENE    VIL 

Egisthus,  Cassandra,  &c.  and  to  them 
JJfaJJins  fent  to  murder  Orestes* 

Egisthus, 
Well,  is  Orejles  dead  ? 

Assassix. 
Ah,  Sir  !  efcap'd— 
When  all  was  in  confufion,  here,  and  tumult. 

Egisthus. 
O  nothing  then  is  done  !  Fly  !  tardy  villains  ! 

Purfue  him  to  the  fartheft  verge  of  earth, 

No  dark  retreat,  no  country. — But  here  comes 
Another  lt«rm.    Diftrattion  wings  her  pace. 


K$  SCENE 
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SCENE    VIII. 

Clytemnestra,  Egisthus,   Cassan- 
dra, &c- 

Clytemnestra. 
Off!  give  me  way  !  to  defarts  let  me  fly  ! 
The  wildeft  favage  there  !— 
Why  pierce  me  thus  with  looks  ?— In  every  eye 
There  is  a  dagger ;  chief  in  thine  {to  Egifthus)— • 

Ha !  villain  ! 
I  know  thee  ;  know  thefe  eyes,  where  fmiling  love 
Tt>  the  red  glarings  of  a  fury's  torch 

Is  now  transform'd. Yes,  traitor!  turn  away: 

But,  ere  you  go,  give  me  my  peace  again  ; 

Give  me  my  happy  family  around  ; 

Give  me  my  virtue,  honour,  nay,  my  glory  ; 

Or  give  me  death,  tho'  death  cannot  relieve  me.'-- 

Are  thefe  the  deeds  of  love  ? — I  cannot  ftep, 

Unlefs  1  dip  my  fhivering  feet  in  blood. 

Gompar'd  with  this  polluted,  this  dire  palace, 

The  fepulchre  is  gay. — But  whither  fly  ?- — ■ 

/  h  !  what  avails  it  where  the  guilty  fly, 

Since  from  themfelves  they  cannot ! — Ha!  behold ! 

The  black  abyfs  difclofes  to  my  view  ; 

And  down  I  go,  a  dark,  a  deep  defcent!-^— 

i  ell  from  beneath  is  mov'd  at  my  approach : 

Its  princes  flock  around.     Behold,  they  fay, 

'V&e  greatly- wretched,  greatly? wicked  woman  ! 

She 
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She  who  prefcrr'd  the  villain  to  the  hero ! 

The  Trojan  (hades,  with  fharp  derifion,  thank  me: 

The  Grecian  droop — Lo  !  where  he  comes  himfelf ! 

See  !  how  in  fullen  majefty  he  ftalks ! — 

Oh,  look  not  on  me  with  that  filent  fcorn  ! 

1  am  too  curs'd  already  ! 

[Faints  into  the  arms  cf  her  Attendants* 
Egis  thus. 

Bear  her  hence : 

And  look  (he  be  attended  well. But  hark  I 

What  new  alarm  ? 


SCENE    IX. 

Egjsthus,  Cassandra,  &V.  to  them  a  Mes- 
senger. 

Messenger. 

As  Me/i/ander,  Sir, 
Bore  off  Orejies,  to  th'  aflembled  fenate 
He  fhow'd  the  prince,  and  rouz'd  them  to  revenge. 
*Tis  nought  but  rage.     The  people,  in  a  torrent, 
By  Areas  headed,  pour  upon  the  palace. 
Beftdcs,  each  moment,  Agamemnon's  troops— 

Egisth,     . 
Quick  !  fummon  heie  my  friends — In  h\  grove 
They  rtady  wait.      We  this  important  day 
Vv  ill  or  with  conqucit  crown,  or  bravely  die. 

Ca    M  M  >)RA. 

No,  tyrant,  DO  !  the  gods  rcfufe  thee  that : 

K  0  Not 
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Not  like  the  brave,  but  like  the  trembling  coward, 
Th1  aflaflinating  coward,  thou  flialt  die  ; 
There  !  in  that  fpot,  where  Agamemnon  lies  I 

Egisthus. 
Lead  thefe  ill  boding  women  to  their  fate  ; 
And  guard  Ekara, 

Cassandra. 

The  moll  grateful  gift 
A  tyrant  can  beftow  is  inftant  death. 
We  (hall  be  happy  foon.     But  all  the  gods, 
Combining  all  their  mercy,  from  remorfe, 
Prom  fcorn  and  mifery,  cannot  fave  the  villain. 


The  End  of  the  fifth  A®. 


EPILOGUE. 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoken  by  Mrs.  C  I  B  B  E  R, 

f\  U  R  bard t  to  modern  epilogue  a  /be, 

^^  Thinks  fuch  mean  mirth  but  deadens  generous  <woe  j 

Difpels  in  idle  air  the  moral  figb, 

And  wipes  the  tender  tear  from  Pity's  eye  : 

No  more  with  facial  warmth  the  bofom  burns ; 

But  all  th'  unfeeling  felfjh  man  returns. 

# 

Thus  he  began  : — And  you  approved  the  Jlrain  ; 
yTill  the  next  couplet  funk  to  light  and  <vain. 
You  checked  him  there. — To  you,  to  reafon  jujl, 
He  owns  he  triumph V  in  your  kind  difgujl. 
Charnid  by  your  frown,  by  your  difpleafure  graced, 
He  hails  the  rijtng  virtue  of  your  tajie. 
Wide  will  its  influence  fpread  as  foon  as  known  : 
Truth,  to  be  lov'd,  needs  only  to  be  Jhown, 

•  Another  epilogue  was  fpoken  after  the  firft  reprefentation  of 
the  play,  which  began  with  the  firft  fix  lines  of  this:  but  the 
reft  of  that  epilogue,  having  been  very  juftly  difliked  by  the  au- 
dience, this  was  fubflitutcd  in  its  place, 

Confirm 
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Confirm  it,  once,  the  fajhion  to  be  good : 

(Since  fajhion  leads  the  fool,  and  awes  the  rude)  '■ 

No  petulance  Jhall   wound  the  public  ear  ; 

No  hand  applaud  what  honour  Jhuns  to  hear  : 

No  painful  blujh  the  modejl  cheek  Jhall  Jlain  ; 

^The  worthy  breajl  pall  heave  <with  no  dijdain,, 

Chajlis'd  to  decency,  the  Britifh  Jlage 

Shall  oft  invite  the  fair,  invite  the  fage  t 

Beth  Jhall  attend  well-pleas' 'd,  well-pleas' d  depart ; 

Or  if  they  docm  the  verfe,  ahfolve  the  heart* 


ALFRED 


Yol.UL. 


Alfred. 


ALFRED: 


M    A    S    Ct  U    E. 

Reprefented  before  their  Royal  HighnelTes 
the  Prince  and  Princess  of  IVaks^ 
at  Cliffden,  on  the  firft  of  Augufi^    1 740. 

By  Mr.  Thomson  and  Mr.  Mallet. 

Si  welimus  cum  priorum  temporum  neceffitate  certare, 
<vincemur.  Ingeniojior  eft  enim  ad  excogitandum 
fimulatio,  veritateifervitus,  liber  t  ate  \  met  us,  amore. 

Plin.  Pan.  Trajan. 


The    ARGUMENT. 

After  the  Danes  had  made  tbemfrives  mifters 
of  Chippenham,  the  Jirongeft  city  in  the 
kingdom  of  We  flex  •,  Alfred  was  at  once 
abandoned  by  all  his  fubjecls.  In  this  uni- 
verfal  defeclion,  that  monarch  found  kim- 
felf  obliged  to  retire  into  the  little  ifle  of 
Athelney  in  Somerfetfhire  \  a  place  then 
rough  with  woods  and  of  difficult  accefs. 
There,  in  the  habit  of  a  peafant,  he  lived 
unknown,  for  fome  time,  in  a  Jhepherd's 
cottage.  He  is  fuppofed  to  be  found  in  this 
retreat  by  the  Earl  of  Devon ;  whofe  cafiley 
upon  the  river  Tau,  was  then  befieged  by 
the  Danes. 


The  Perfons  reprefented. 


Alfred, 
Eltruda, 
Hermit, 
Earl  of  Devon, 
Cor  in,  a  ftiepherct, 
Emma,  his  wife, 


Mr.  Milward, 
Mrs.  Horton. 
Mr.  Quin. 
Mr    M////. 
Mr.   Salivajt 
Mrs.  C//™?. 


A  Bard,  Soldiers,  Spirits. 


The  SCENE  reprefents  a  plain,  fur  founded <wkh  woods. 
On  one  fide,  a  cottage  :  on  the  other,  flocks  and  herds 
in  d if  ant  prof  peel,  A  hermit's  cave  in  full  vie*v9 
overhung  with  trees,  wild  and  grotef^ue. 


A     L     F     R     E     D  : 


M    A    S    Q^  U    E. 


ACT1.      SCENE    L 
Corin,  Emma. 

Emma, 

SHepherd,  'tis  he.     Beneath  yon  aged  oak, 
All  on  the  flowery  turf  he  lays  him  down. 
Com* 

Soft :  let  us  not  difturb  him.     Gentle  Emma, 
Poor  tho'  he  be,  unfriended  and  unknown, 
My  pity  waits  with  reverence  on  his  fortune, 
Modelt  of  carriage,  and  of  fpeech  moft  gracious, 
As  if  fome  faint  or  angel,  in  difguife, 
Had  grae'd  our  lowly  cottage  with  his  prefence, 

He 
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He  fteals,  I  know  not  how,  into  the  heart, 

And  makes  it  pant  to  ferve  him.    Truft  me,  Emma, 

He  is  no  common  man. 

Emma. 

Some  lord,  perhaps, 
Or  valiant  chief,  that  from  our  deadly  foe, 
The  haughty,  cruel,  unbelieving  Dane, 
Seeks  fhelter  here. 

Corin. 
And  fhelter  he  fhall  find. 
Who  loves  his  country,  is  my  friend  and  brother. 
Behold  him  well.     Fair  virtue  in  his  afpecl, 
Even  thro'  the  homely  rufTet  that  conceals  him, 
Shines  forth  and  proves  him  noble.  Seell  thou,  Emma, 
Yon  weflern  clouds  ?   The  fun  they  ftrive  to  hide, 
Yet  darts  his  beam  around. 

Emma. 

Your  thought  is  mine; 
He  is  not  what  his  prefent  fortunes  fpeak  him, 
But,  ah  !  the  raging  foe  is  all  around  us : 
We  dare  not  keep  him  here. 

Corin. 

Content  thee,  wife : 
This  ifland  is  of  ftrength.     Nature's  own  hand 
Hath  planted  round  a  deep  defence  of  woods, 
The  founding  afh,  the  mighty  oak ;  each  tree 
A  fheltering  grove  :  and  choak'd  up  all  between 
With  wild  encumbrance  of  perplexing-  thorns, 
And  horrid  brakes.    Beyond  this  woody  v^rge, 

Two 
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Two  rivers  broad  and  rapid  hem  us  in. 
Along  their  channel  fpreads  the  gulphy  pool, 
And  trembling  quagmire,  whofe  deceitful  green 
Betrays  the  foot  it  tempts.     One  path  alone 
Winds  to  this  plain,  fo  roughly  difficult, 
This  fingle  arm,  poor  Ihepherd  as  I  am, 
Could  well  difpute  it  with  twice  twenty  Danes. 

Emma. 
Yet  think,  my  Corin,  on  the  ftern  decree 
Of  that  proud  foe,  "  Who  harbours  or  relieves 
"  An  Englijb  captain,  dies  the  death  of  traitors : 
"  But  who  their  haunts  difcovers,  fliall  be  fafe, 
u  And  high  rewarded." 

Corin. 

Now,  juft  Heaven  forbid, 
A  Britijh  man  mould  ever  count  for  gain 
What  villainy  mufl  earn.     No  :  are  we  poor  ? 
Be  honefty  our  riches.     Are  we  mean, 
And  humbly  born  ?  The  true  heart  makes  us  noble* 
Thefe  hands  can  toil,  can  fow  the  ground,  and  reap 
For  thee  and  thy  fweet  babes.     Our  daily  labour 
Is  daily  wealth  :  it  finds  us  bread  and  raiment. 
Could  Danijh  gold  give  more  ?  And  for  the  death 
Thefe  tyrants  threaten,  let  me  rather  meet  it, 
Than  e'er  betray  my  gueft. 

Emma. 

Alas  the  while, 
That  loyal  faith  is  fled  from  hall  and  bower, 
To  dwell  with  village- fwains  i 

Corih. 
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CORIN. 

Ah,  look  !  behold  ! 
Where,  like  fome  goodly  tree  by  wintry  winds 
Torn  from  the  roots  and  withering,  our  fad  guefl 
Lies  on  the  ground  diffus'd. 

Emma. 

I  weep  to  fee  it. 

Count. 
Thou  hail  a  heart  fvveet  Pity  loves  to  dwell  in. 
Dry  up  thy  tears  ;  and  lean  on  this  juft  hope  : 
If  yet  to  do  away  his  country's  fhame, 
To  ferve  her  bravely  on  fome  bleft  occafion, 
If  for  thefe  ends  this  ftranger  fought  our  cottage, 
The  heavenly  hofts  are  hovering  here  unfeen, 
To  watch  and  to  protect  him. — But,  oh !  when-1- 
My  heart  burns  for  it — ft  all  I  fee  the  hour 
Of  vengeance  on  thefe  Danijh  infidels, 
That  war  with  Heaven  and  us  ? 

E  M  M  A  . 

Alas,  my  love  ! 
Thefe  paffions  are  not  for  the  poor  man's  ftate. 
To  Heaven  and  to  the  rulers  of  the  land 
Leave  fuch  ambitious  thoughts.   Be  warn'd  my  Coring 
And  think  our  little  all  depends  on  thee. 


5  O  N  G, 
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SONG. 

O  Peace  !  the  fail-eft  child  of  Ibavcn, 
To  whom  the  fylvan  reign  was  gi<vent 
T&e  vale,  the  fountain  and  the  gro-ve, 
With  e\<ery  f after  fcene  of  lo-ve  : 
Return,  fweet  Peace  !  and  chear  the  weeping  fwain  I 
Return,  with  Eafe  and  Pleafure  in  thy  train. 

Cor  in. 
Hum  :  ceafe  thy  fong — For  fee,  our  mournful  guefl: 
Has  rais'd  his  head— and  lo!  who  comes  to  greet  him} 
His  friend,  the  woodman  of  the  neighbouring  dale> 
Whom  late,  as  yefter  evening-liar  arofe, 
At  his  requeft  I  found  and  hither  brought. 


SCENE     II. 

Alfred,  Earl  cf  Devon. 

Alfred. 

How  long,  O  ever  gracious  Heaven  !  how  long 
Shall  war  thus  defolate  this  prollratc  land  ? 
All,  all  is  loll—  And  Alfred 'lives  to  tell  it  ! 

laid  in  dud:  !   his  fubjects  flaughcer  d  ! 
Or  into  (lave*  debas'd  !  the  murderous 

Proud  and  exulting  in  the  general  fliamc  ! 

Arc 
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Are  thefe  things  fo  ?  and  he  without  the  means 
Of  great  revenge  ?  caft  down  below  the  hope 
Of  fuccouring  thofe  he  weeps  for  ?   O  defpair  ! 
O  grief  of  griefs ! 

Devon. 
Old  as  I  am,  my  Hege, 
In  rough  war  harden'd,  and  with  death  familiar, 
Thefe  eyes  have  long  forgot  to  melt  with  foftnefs : 
But  O,  my  gracious  mailer,  they  have  feen 
All-pitying  Heaven  ! — fuch  fights  of  ruthlefs  rage, 

Of  total  defolation 

Alfred. 

O  my  people ! 
O  ruin'd  England  i — Devon,  thofe  were  bleft, 
Who  dy'd  before  this  time.    Ha !  and  thofe  robbers, 
That  violate  the  fanclity  of  leagues, 
The  reverend  feal  of  oaths ;  that  bafely  broke, 
Like  nightly  ruffians,  on  the  hour  of  peace, 
And  Hole  a  victory  from  men  unarm'd, 
Thofe  Danes  enjoy  their  crimes !  dread  vengeance!  fon 
Of  power  and  juftice  !  come,  array'd  in  terrors, 
Thy  garment  red  with  blood,  thy  keen  fvvord  drawn: 
O  come,  and  on  the  heads  of  faithlefs  men 
Pour  ample  retribution  ;  men  whofe  triumph 
Upbraids  eternal  Juftice. — But  no  more  : 
Submiffion  is  Heaven's  due. — I  will  not  launch 
Into  that  dark  abyfs  where  thought  muft  drown. 
Proceed,  my  lord:  on  with  the  mournful  tale, 
My  griefs  broke  off. 

Devon. 
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Devon. 

From  yonder  heath  crown'd  hill, 
This  ifland's  eafcern  point,  where  in  one  ftream 
The  Tbone  and  Parret  roll  their  blending  waves, 
I  look'd,  and  faw  the  progrefs  of  the  Foe, 
As  of  fome  tempeft,  fome  devouring  fire, 
That  ruins  without  mercy  where  it  fpreads. 
The  riches  of  the  year,  the  golden  grain 
That  liberal  crown'd  our  plains,  lies  trampled  wide 
By  hoflile  feet,  or  rooted  up  ;  and  wafte 
Deforms  the  broad  high-way.     From  fpace  to  fpace, 
Far  as  my  draining  eye  could  moot  its  beam, 
Trees,  cottages,  and  caftles,  fmoak  to  heaven 
In  one  afcending  cloud.     But  oh  for  pity  ! 
That  way,  my  lord,  v/here  yonder  verdant  height 
Declining  Aides  into  a  fruitful  vale, 
Unfightly  now  and  bare  ;  a  few  poor  hinds, 
Grey-hair'd,  and  thinly  clad,  Hood  and  beheld 
The  common  ravage  :  motionlefs  and  mute 
With  hands  to  heaven  uprais'd,  they  flood,  and  wept-* 
My  tears  attended  theirs— 
Alfred. 

If  this  fad  fight 
Could  pain  thee  to  fuch  anguim,  what  mufti 
Their  king  and  parent  feel  ? — It  is  a  torment 
Beyond  the  ftrength  of  patience  to  endure. 
Why  end  I  not  at  once  this  wretched  being  ? 
The  means  arc  in  my  hand. — But  fhall  a  prince 
Thus  poorly  (hroud  him  in  the  grave  from  pain, 
Vol.  III.  L  And 
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-And  fenfe  of  iname  ?  The  madman,  nay,  the  coward. 
Has  often  dar'd  the  fame.     A  monarch  holds 
I  lis  life  in  truft  for  others.     I  will  live  then  : 
Lex  Heaven  difpofe  the  reft. 

D  £  V  O.N* 

Thrice- noble  Alfred, 
And..  England's  only  hope,  whofe  virtues  raife 
Our  frail  mortality,  our  human  duft, 
Up  to  angelic  fplendor  and  perfection  ; 
With  you  to  bear  the  worit  of  ills,  the  fpoil 
Of  wafteful  war,  the  lofs  of  life  or  freedom, 
Is  happinefs,  is  glory. 

Alfred, 

Ah,  look  round  thee  : 
That  mud- built  cottage  is  thy  fovereign's  palace. 
Yon  hind,  whofe  daily  toil  is  all  his  wealth, 
Lodges  and  feeds  him.    Are  thefe  times  for  flattery, 
Or  call  it  praife  ?  fuch  gaudy  attributes 
Would  miubecome  our  belt  and  proudeft  fortunes. 
Eut  what  are  mine  ?  what  is  this  high  prais'd  Alfred? 
Among  ten  thoufand  wretches,  moil  undone. 
That  prince  who  fees  his  country  laid  in  ruins, 
13 i s  fubjects  periming  beneath  the  fvvord 
Of  foreign  rage,  who  kcs  and  cannot  fave  them, 
Is  but  iujprejqae  in  mifery  ! 

DtVON. 

My  liege, 
Who  has  not  known  ill  fortune,  never  knew 
Kimfelf,  or  his  own  virtue.     Be  of  comfort : 

We 
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%Ve-can  but  die  at  laft.     Till  that  hour  comes, 
Let  noble  anger  keep  our  hopes  alive. 
A  fudden  thought,  as  if  from  heaven  infpir'd, 
Darts  on  my  foul.     One  cafile  itiil  is  ours, 
Tho'  clofe  begirt  and  fhaken  by  the  Dams, 
In  this  difguife,  my  chance  of  palling  on, 
Of  entering  there  unknown,  is  prcmifing, 
And  wears  a  lucky  face.     'Tis  our  laft  Hake, 
-And  I  will  play  it  like  a  man  whofe  life, 
"Whofe  honour  hangs  upon  a  fmgle  cafl. 
Mean  while,  my  lord- 

Alfred. 
Ha  !  Devon,  thou  hall  rouz'd 
My  flumbering  virtue.     I  applaud  thy  thought. 
The  praife  of  this  brave  daring  {hall  be  thine  : 
The  danger  (hall  be  common.     We  will  both 
Strait  tempt  the  Danijh  camp,  and  gain  this  fort; 
To  animate  our  brothers  of  the  war, 
Thofe  EngUJhmen  who  yet  deferve  that  name. 
And  hear,  eternal  Juftice  !  if  my  life 
Can  make  atonement  for  them,  King  of  kings ! 
Accept  thy  willing  vidtim.     On  my  head 
Be  all  their  woes :  To  them  be  grace  and  mercy. 
Come  on,  my  noble  friend. 

Devon. 

Ah,  good  my  Iiepe, 
What  fits  a  private  valour,  and  might  grace 
'J  he  fimplc  foldier's  courage,  would  proclaim 
His  general's  rafhnefs.     You  are  England's  king  : 

•L  2  Your 
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Your  infant  children,  and  your  much-Iov'd  queen  ; 
Nay  more,  the  public  weal,  ten  thoufand  fouls, 
Whofe.  hope  you  are,  whofe  all  depends  on  you, 
Forbid  this  enterprize.     'Tis  nobler  virtue 
To  check  this  ardour,  to  referve  your  fword 
For  fome  great  day  of  known  and  high  import ; 
That  to  your  country,  to  the  judging  world 
Shall  juftify  all  hazards  you  may  run. 
This  trial  fuits  but  me. 

Alfred. 
Well,  go,  my  friend ; 
If  thou  ihalt  profper,  thou  wilt  call  me  hence 
To  head  my  people  from  their  fears  recover'd. 
May  that  good  angel,  who  infpir'd  thy  thought, 
Throw  round  thy  Heps  a  veil  of  cloudy  air, 
That  thou  may  ft  walk  invifible  and  fafe. 
He's  gone—and  now  without  a  friend  to  aid  me, 
I  Hand  alone,  abandon'd  to  the  gloom 
Of  my  fad  thoughts — Said  I  without  a  friend  ? 
Oh  blafphemous  diftruft  !  Have  I  not  Thee 
All-powerful  friend  and  guardian  of  the  righteous, 
Have  1  not  Thee  to  aid  me  ?  Let  that  thought 
Support  my  drooping  foul.— But,  lift.    Ha!  whence 
Thefe  air- born  notes  that  found  in  meafur'dfwectnefs 
Thro'  this  vaft  filence  ? 


SCENE 
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SCENE    III. 

Solemn  mujlc  is  heard  at  a  dijlance.     It  comes  nearer  in 
a  full fymphony  :  after  which  afingle  trumpet  founds 
-  a  high  and  awakening  air.     Then  the  following 
Jlanzas  are  fung  by  two  aerial  fpirits  unfecn. 

Firfi  Spirit. 
Hear,  Alfred,  father  of  the  fate, 

Thy  genius  Heaven's  high  will  declare  I 
What  prows  the  hero  truly  great , 
Is  never,  never  to  defpair  : 
Is  never  to  defpair. 

Second  Spirit. 
Thy  hope  awake,  thy  heart  expand 

With  all  its  vigour,  all  its  fires, 
drift  /  and  fave  a  finking  land! 

Thy  country  calls,  and  Heaven  infpiret* 

Both  Spirits. 
Earth  calls,  and  Heaven  infpires. 


SCENE    IV. 

Alfred  alone. 
AU  hail,  ye  gentle  minifters  of  heaven  ! 
Your  fong  infpires  new  patience  thro*  my  bread, 

L  3  And 
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And  generous  hope  :  it  wings  my  mounting  foul 
Above  th*  entangling  mafs"  of  earthly  paflions, 
ri  hat  keep  frail  man,  tho'  ftruggling  to  be  free, 
Still  fluttering  in  the  dud. 


SCENE    V. 

Alfred,  the  Hermit  advancing  from  his  cave* 

Alfred. 

Thrice-happy  Hermit ! 
Whom  thus  the  heavenly  habitants  attend, 
Eieffihg  thy  calm  retreat ;  while  ruthlefs  war 
Fills  the  polluted  land  with  blood  and  crimes. 
In  this  extremity  of  Frig/a/id's  fate, 
Led  by  thy  facred  character,  I  come. 
For  comfort  and  advice.     'J  hy  aged  wifdom, 
Purg'd  from  the  ftormy  cloud  of  human  paifions, 
And  by  a  ray  from' heaven  exalted,  fees 
Deep  thro'  futurity.     Say  what  remain?, 
What  yet  remains  to  fave  our  proftrate  country? 
Nor  fcorn  this  anxious  quellicn  even  from  me, 
A  namelefs  itranger. 

.     I    Hermit. 

Jlfred,  England's  king, 
All  hail  \  and  welcome  to  this  humble  cell. 

Alfred. 
Whence  doll  thou  know  me,  venerable  father? 

Hermit* 
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Hermit. 
Lad  night,  when  with  a  draught  from  that  cool  fountain 
I  had  my  wholefome,  fober  fupper  crowivd  ; 
As  is  my  itated  cuftom,  forth  1  walk'd, 
Beneath  the  folemn  gloom,  and  glitcering  flcy, 
To  feed  my  foul  with  prayer  and  meditation. 
And  thus  to  inward  harmony  ccmpos'd, 
That  fweetefl:  mufic  of  the  grateful  heart, 
Whofe  each  emotion  is  a  filent  hymn, 
I  to  my  couch  retir'd.     Strait  on  mine  eyes 
A  pleafing  flumber  fell,  whofe  myftic  power 
Seal'd  up  my  fenfes,  but  enlarg'd  my  foul. 
At  once,  difclos'd  amid  the  dark  vvaile  night, 
Appear'd  a  vifion— not  the  dream  of  fancy, 
But  fent  from  heav'n,  prophetic,  and  divine. 
For  know,  this  ample  element  contains 
UnnumberM  fpiritual  beings,  or  malign, 
Or  good  to  man.     Thefe,  when  the  grofler  eye 
Cf  Nature  fleeps,  oft  play  their  feveral  parts, 
As  on  a  fcene,  before  th'  attentive  mind, 
And  to  the  favour'd  man  difdofe  the  future. 
Led  by  thefe  fpirits  friendly  to  this  ifle, 
I  liv'd  thro1  future  ages  ;  felt  the  virtue, 
The  great,  the  glorious  paffions  that  will  fire 
Diftant  podcrity  :  when  guardian  laws 
Are  by  the  patriot  in  the  glowing  fenate* 
Won  from  corruption  ;  when  th'  impatient  arm 
Ofliberty,  invincible,  /hall  fcourge 
Mhe  tyrants  of  mankind—and  when  the  deep, 

L  4  rihio> 
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Thro*  all  her  fwelling  waves,  fhall  proudly  joy 
Beneath  the  boundlefs  empire  of  thy  fons. 
I  Taw  thee,  Alfred ',  too—But  o'er  thy  fortunes 
Lay  clouds  impenetrable. 

Alfred. 

Ah,  good  hermit, 
That  fcene  is  dark  indeed  !  Ye  awful  powers ! 
To  what  am  I  referv'd  ?  Still  muft  I  roam 
A  wanderer  here,  inglorious  and  unknown  ? 
Or  am  I  deltin'd  your  great  inftrument, 
From  fierce  oppreifion  to  redeem  this  land  ? 

Hermit. 
Perhaps,  the  laft.— But,  prince,  remember,  then, 
The  vows,  the  noble  ufes,  of  affliction. 
Preferve  the  quick  humanity  it  gives, 
The  pitying,  focial  fenfe  of  human  weaknefss 
Vet  keep  thy  ftubborn  fortitude  entire, 
The  manly  heart  that  to  another's  woe 
Is  tender,  but  fuperior  to  its  own. 
Learn  to  fubmit ;  yet  learn  to  conquer  fortune* 
Attach  thee  firmly  to  the  virtuous  deeds 
And  offices  of  life  :  to  life  itfelf, 
With  all  its  vain  and  tranfient  joys,  fit  loofe. 
Chief,  let  devotion  to  the  fovereign  mind, 
A  fteady,  chearful,  abfolute  dependance 
On  his  beft,  wifeft  government,  pofTefs  thee. 
In  thoughtless,  gay  profperity,  when  all 
Attends  ourwifh,  when  nought  is  feen  around  us 
But  kneeling  flattery,  and  obedient  fortune; 

Then 
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Then  are  blind  mortals  apt,  within  themfelves 
To  fix  their  flay,  forgetful  of  the  giver. 
But  when  thus  humbled,  Alfred,  as  thou  art, 
When  to  their  feeble  natural  powers  reduc'd, 
Tis  then  they  feel  this  univerfal  truth— 
That  Heaven  is  all  in  all— and  man  is  nothing, 

Alfred. 
I  thank  thee,  father,  for  thy  pious  counfel. 
And  witnefs,  thou  dread  Power !  who  feeft  my  heart  > 
That  if  not  to  perform  my  regal  talk, 
To  be  the  common  father  of  my  people, 
Patron  of  honour,  virtue  and  religion  ; 
If  not  to  Ihelter  indufhy,  to  guard 
Her  honeft  portion  from  oppreffive  pride, 
From  wafteful  riot,  and  the  fons  of  rapine, 
Who  bafely  ravifh  what  they  dare  not  earn  ; 
If  not  to  deal  out  juftice,  like  the  fun, 
With  equal  light ;  if  not  to  fpread  thy  bounty, 
The  treafures  trufted  to  me,  not  my  own, 
On  all  the  fmiling  ranks  of  nourifh'd  life; 
If  not  to  raife  our  drooping  Englijb  name, 
To  clothe  it  yet  with  terror ;  make  this  land 
Kenown'd  for  peaceful  arts  to  blefs  mankind, 
And  generous  war  to  humble  proud  oppreflbrs : 
If  not  to  build  on  an  eternal  bafe, 
On  liberty  and  laws,  the  public  weal : 
If  not  for  thefe  great  ends  1  am  ordain'd, 
May  I  ne'er  idly  fill  the  throne  of  England  t 

L   5  HcRMlT, 
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Hermit. 
Still  may  thy  bread  thefe  fentiments  retain. 
In  profperaus  life. 

Alfred. 
Profperity  were  ruin, 
Gould  it  deftroy  or  change  fuch  thoughts  as  thefe. 
WhenThofe  whom  Heaven  diftinguiihes  o'er  millions, 
Profufely  gives  them  honours,  riches,  power,  ■ 
Whate'er  th'  expanded  heart  can  wifh;  when  they, 
Accepting  the  reward,  neglect  the  duty  ; 
Or  worfe,  pervert  thofe  gifts  to  deeds  of  ruin : 
Is  there  a  wretch  they  rule  fo  mean  as  they  ? 
Guilty,  at  once,  of  facrilege  to  Heaven, 

And  of  perfidious  robbery  to  men 

But  hark!  methinks  I  hear  a  plaintive  voice 
Sigh  thro'  the  vale,  and  wake  the  mournful  echo,. 


SON    G. 

1. 

Sweet  valley,  fay,  inhere,  penfi-ve  lying, , 
For  me,  our  children,  England,  fghing, 

'The  hejl  of  mortals  leans  his  head > 
Ye  fountains.,  dimpled  by  my  forrouu, 
Ye  brco.h  that,  my  complainings  bcrrozv, 
O  lead  me  to  his  lonely  bed  : 
Or  if  my  lo>ver, 
Deep  woods,  you  cover, 
Ah  whifptr  ivfcre  your  fiadoivs  d*er  him  fpread '/' 
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II. 

'Tis  not  the  lofs  of  pomp  and  pUafure, 
Of  empire,  or  cf  tinfcl  treafure, 

That  drops  this  tear,  that  /wells  this  groan  ;■ 
No  ;  from  a  nobler  caufe  proceeding* 
J  heart  with  hve  and  fndnefs  bleeding, 
I  breathe  my  fadiy-pleafing  moan,. 
With  other  anguijh 
I  fcorn  to  languijh  : 
For  Lc-ve  will  feel  no  for  rows  but  his  own. 


SCENE    VI. 

Alfred,  Hermit,  Eltruda,  advancing. 

Alfred. 
Sure,  by  the  voice,  and  purport  of  the  Cong;, 
This  generous  mourner  is  my  queen  Eltruda. 
And  yet  how  can  that  be  ?— O  all  gpod  Powers ! 
'Tis  me  !  'tis  fhe  ! 

Eltruda. 
My  lord,  my  life,  my  Alfred! 
Oh  take  mc  to  thy  arms ;  with  toil  o'ercome, 
And  fudden  tranfport,  thus  at  once  to  find  thee, 
In  this  wild  foreft,  pathlefs  and  perplcxt ! 

Alfred. 
Gome  to  my  foul,  thou  deareft,  beft  of  women  ! 
Come,  and  repofe  thy  forrows  in  my  boforo. 

X  6  O  all 
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O  all  my  paflions  mix  in  doubtful  ftrifc ! 

If  pain  or  joy  prevail,  I  fcarce  can  fay, 

While  thus  I  clafp  thee,  and  recal  the  perils 

To  which  thy  trembling  fteps  have  been  expos'tf. 

Why  haft  thou  left  the  convent  where  I  plac'd  thee  ? 

Why,  unprotected,  trufl:  thee  to  a  land, 

A  barbarous  land  where  rages  Danijb  war ! 

Our  hofpitable  England  is  no  more ! 

Eltruda. 
Dire  was  the  caufe,  my  Alfred.    The  rous'd  country,, 
All  wild  in  breathlefs  terror  and  confufion,. 
Jnform'd  us,  a  near  party  of  the  Danes, 
Whofe  brutal  fury  fpar.es  no  fex,  no  age, 
No  place  however  privilege  or  holy, 
Were  on  full  march  that  way.     Inftant  I  fled,. 
In  this  di'fguife,  with  only  thefe  attendants : 
But  in  our  way  oft  chear'd  by  airy  voices, 
To  bear  to  this  retreat  our  helplefs  children* 

Alfred. 
Ah  wanderers  too  young  !  ah  haplefs  children^ 
But  more  unhappy  Sire  1  who  cannot  give, 
To  thofe  he  loves,  protection. 

Eltruda. 

Thou  too,  Alfred* 
Art  thou  not  unattended  ?  None  to  ferve  thee, 
To  foothe  thy  woes,  to  watch  thy  broken  flurot&ers ! 
And  when  the  filent  tear  o'erflows  thy  eye, 
Ncne,  wiih  the  warm  and  cordial  lip  of  loyc, 

%  T* 
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To  kifs  it  off !  There  is  in  love  a  power, 

There  is  a  foft  divinity,  that  draws 

Tranfport  even  from  diftrefs ;  that  gives  the  heart 

A  certain  pang,  excelling  far  the  joys 

Of  grofs  unfeeling  life.     Belides,  my  Alfred^ 

Even  had  the  fury  ©f  *:his  barbarous  foe 

Not  fore'd  me  from  the  convent,  life  is  'hort ; 

And  now  it  trembles  on  the  wing  of  danger  : 

Why  mould  we  lofe  it  then  ?  One  well-fav'd  hour* 

In  fuch  a  tender  circumflance  to  lovers, 

Is  better  than  an  age  of  common  time. 

Alfi  ED. 
Oh,  'tis  too  much  !  thy  tendernefs  o'ercomes  me*! 
Nay,  look  not  on  me  with  that  fweet  dejection, 
Thro*  tears  thatpierce  my  foul! — Chear  thee,  my  love: 
Hope  ftill  the  beft  ;  that  better  days  await  us, 
And  fairer  from  remembrance. — Thou,  Eltruday 
Thou  art  a  pledge  of  happinefs  !  On  thee 
Good  angels  wait ;  they  led  thy  journey  hither  r 
And  I  have  heard  them,  in  this  wild  retreat, 
Warbling  immortal  airs,  and  drains  of  comfort.— 
But,  ah,  the  foe  u  round  U6  :  and  this  ifle 
Now  holds  my  foul  s  beft  wealth,  the  treafur'd  ftore 
Of  all  my  joys.— 1  go  to  fkirt  it  round, 
To  vifit  every  creek  and  fedgy  bank, 
Where  ruftles  tL  V  the  reeds  the  fliadowy  gale ; 
Of  where  the  bending  umbrage  drinks  the  ftrcam ; 
JLcft  danger  unawares  fhould  ileal  upon  us. 

And 
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And  now,  by  flow  degrees,  folemn  and  fad, 
Wide-falling  o'er  the  world,  the  nightly  fhades 
Huih  the  brown  woods,  and  deepen  all  their  horrors 
While  humbled  into  reft,  and  aw'd  by  darknefs, 
Each  creature  feeks  the  covert.     To  that  cell 
Retire,,  my  life.     I  will  not  long  be  abfent. 


The  End  of  the  Ftrft  A3. 
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A  C  T    II.      S  C  E  N  E    L 

Alprfd,  alone. 
J'  1  ^  IS  now  the  depth  of  darknefs  and  repofe. 

A     All  nature  feems  to  reft  :  while  Alfred  wakes. 
To  think,  and  to  be  wretched. — Where  yon  oak 
With  wide  and  dufky  lhade  o'erhangs  the  ftream,. 
That  glides  in  fjlence  by,  I  took  my  ftand  : 
What  time  the  glow-worm  thro'  the  dewy  path 
Firft  (hot  his  twinkling  flame.     I  Hood  attentive,. 
Liftening  each  noife  from  wood-clad  hill  and  dale  5 
But  all  was  hufrTd  around.     Nor  trumpet's  clang,. 
Nor  fhout  of  roving  foe,  nor  hafly  tread 
Of  evening  paffenger.  diilurb'd  the  wide 
And  awful  (lilnefs.     Homeward  as  I  fped, 
O'er  many  a  delve,  thro'  many  a  path  perplexty 
Maze  running  into  ma*  e  ;  iil-boding  thoughts 
Haunted  my  fteps.— Perhaps  my  gallant  friend, 
Difcover'd  to  the  Qanej,  this  moment  bleeds 
Beneath  their  fwords  !  or  lies  a  breathlefs  corfe, 
7  he  prey  of  midnight  wolves.— Some  mournful  found 
Strikes  fudden  en  my  fecfe, 

SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E    II, 

Alfred,  Eltruda. 

Eltruda. 

Here  will  I  lean 
On  this  green  bank,  to  wait  the  wifii'd  return 
Of  morning  and  my  lord. 

Alfred. 

My  gentle  love, 
Eltruda,  why  to  this  untimely  iky 
Expofe  thy  health  i  The  dews  of  night  fall  fail: 
The  chill  breeze  fighs  aloud. 

Eltruda. 

I  could  not  reft. 
Can  love  repofe  when  apprehenfion  wakes, 
And  whifpers  to  the  heart  all  dreadful  things, 
That  walk  with  night  and  folitude  ?  Methought, 
Tn  each  low  murmur  of  the  woods,  I  heard 
Th'  invading  foe— or  heard  my  Alfred  groan  ! 
Our  tender  infants  too— thei^  fancy'd  cries 
Still  found  within  my  ears ! 

Alfred. 

Eltruda,  there 
I  am  a  woman  too :  I  who  mould  cheer, 
And  fheher  thee  from  every  care.     My  children  f 
The  thought  of  what  ma)  chance  to  them,  completes 
Their  father's  fum  of  woes,    O  what  fafe  fhade 

Can 
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Can  fkreen  their  opening  bloflbm  from  the  florin 
That  beats  fevere  on  us !  Not  fweeter  buds 
The  primrofe  in  the  vale,  nor  fooner  fhrinks 

At  winter's  churlifh  blaft 

Eltruda. 

Behold,  my  lord — 
Good  angels  fhield  us — What  a  flood  of  brightnek 
Waves  round  our  heads ! 

Alfred, 
The  hermit  moves  this  way. 
That  wondrous  man  holds  converfe  with  the  hod 
Of  higher  natures.     Thefe  far  beaming  fires 
Were  doubtlefs  kindled  up  at  his  command* 
Be  filent  and  attentive. 


SCENE    III. 
Alfred,  Eltruda,  Hermit^ 

Hermit. 
•      I  have  heard 
Thy  fond  complainings,  Alfred, 
Alfred. 

You  have  then, 
Good  father,  heard  the  caufe  that  wrings  them  from  me* 

Hermit. 
The  human  race  are  fons  of  forrow  born  : 
And  each  mult  have  his  portion.     Vulgar  minds 

Rcfufe* 
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Refufe,  or  crouch  beneath  their  load  :  the  brave 
Bear  theirs  without  repining. 

Alfred. 

Who  can  bear 
The  fhaft  that  wounds  him  thro'  an  infant's  fide  ? 
When  whom  we  love,  to  whom  we  owe  protection, 
Implore  the  hand  we  cannot  reach  to  fave  them  * 

Hermit. 
Weep  not,  Eltruda. — —Yet  thou  art  a  king,. 
All  private  paffions  fall  before  that  name*, 
Thy  fubjects  claim  thee  whole. 

Alfred. 

Can  public  truff* 
O  reverend  fage  !  deftroy  the  fofter  ties 
That  twine  around  the  parent's  yearning  heaj£y 
That  holy  paffion  Heaven  itfelf  infus'd, 
And  blended  with  the  dream  that  feeds  our  life* 

Hermit. 
You  love  your  children,  prince — 
Alfred. 

Lives  there  on  eartft, 
in  air,  or  ocean*  creature  tame  or  wild, 
That  has  not  known  this  univerfal  love  I 
All  Nature  feels  it  intimate  and  deep, 
And  all  her  fons  of  inftincl  or  of  reafon. 

He  r  mit. 
Then  mew  that  paffion  in  its  nobleft  form. 
Seafon  their  tender  years  with  every  virtue, 
Social  or  felf-retir'd  j  of  public  greatnefs, 
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Or  lovely  in  the  hour  of  private  life; 
With  all  that  can  exalt,  or  can  adora 
1  heir  princely  rank. 

Alfred. 

Alas,  their  hope  mufl  ftoop* 
Such  my  unhappy  fate,  to  humbler  aims : 
Affliction  and  bafe  want  mull  be  their  teachers. 

Hermit. 
AflHilion  is  the  wholefome  foil  of  virtue : 
Where  patience,  honour,  fvveet  humanity, 
Calm  fortitude  take  root,  and  ftrongly  flourim. 
But  profperous  fortune,  that  allures  with  pleafure> 
Dazzles  with  pomp,  and  undermines  with  flattery* 
Poifons  the  foil,  and  its  beft  produft  kills. 
Should'ft  thou  regain  thy  throne — 

Alfred.. 

My  throne  ?  What  glimpfe* 
What  fraallefl  ray  of  hope 

Hermit. 

That  day  may  come— 
What  do/  feel  ?  My  labouring  breaft  expands 
To  give  the  glorious  infpiration  room. 
And  now  the  cloud  that  o'er  thy  future  fate, 
Like  total  night,  lay  heavy  and  obfcure, 
Fades  into  air  :  and  all  the  brightening  fecne 
Dawns  gay  before  mc  !  A  long  line  of  kings, 
From  thee,  defcending,  glorious  and  rcnown'd, 
In  fhadowy  pomp  1  fee  ! 

Genius 
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Genius  of  England!  hovering  near, 
In  all  thy  radiant  charms  appear. 

O  come  and  fummon,  from  the  world  unknown*  - 

Thofe  mighty  chiefs,  thofe  fons  of  future  fame, 

Who,  ages  hence,  this  ifland  mall  adorn, 

And  fpread  to  diftant  realms  her  glorious  name. 

Slow  let  the  vifionary  forms  arife, 

And  folemn  pafs  before  our  wondering  eyes. 

[Mu/ic  grand  and  awfuL    The  Genius  defending 
Jings  the  following 

SONG* 

Tram  thofe  eternal  regions  bright, 
Where  funs,  that  never  fet  in  night* 

ftiffuf*  the  golden  day  : 
Where  fpring  unfading  pours  around f 
Oer  all  the  dew-impearled  ground, 

Her  thoufand  colours  gay  : 
Q  whether  on  the  fountains  flowery  Jide9 

Whence  living  waters  glide, 

Or  in  the  f-agrant  grove, 
Whofe  Jhade  emhofoms  peace  and  love. 
New  pleafures  all  your  hours  employ, 
And  ravijh  every  fenfe  with  every  joy  ! 

Great  heirs  of  empire  I  yet  unborn9 

Who  Jhall  this  if  and  late  adorn ; 
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rf.  monarch's  drooping  thought  to  chear, 
Appear  !  appear  !  appear  ! 

Spirits  of  Edward  III.  Philippa  his  queen , 
and  the  Black  Prince  his  fon,  arife* 

Hermit. 

Alfred,  look  ;  and  fay, 
What  feefl  thou  yonder  ? 

Alfred. 

Three  majeflic  (hapes ; 
Two  habited  like  mighty  warriors  old  ; 
A  third  in  whofe  bright  afpett  beauty  fmiles 
More  foft  and  feminine.     A  lucid  veil, 
From  her  fair  neck  dependant  floats  around, 
Light-hovering  in  the  gale. 

Hermit. 

O  Alfred*  man 
Belov'd  of  Heaten,  behold  a  king  indeed ; 
Matchlefs  in  arms ;  in  arts  of  peaceful  rule, 
A  fovereign's  truelt  glory,  yet  more  farh'd, 
England's  third  Eaward ! — At  his  fear'd  approach, 
ProudFr«*«,  even  now,thro' all  her  dukedoms  quakes. 
Her  Genius  fighs :  and  from  th*  eternal  more, 
The  foul  of  her  great  Charles,  a  recent  £ueft, 
Looks  back  to  earth,  and  mourns  the  diftant  woe?, 
His  realms  are  doom'd  to  feel  from  Edward's  wrath. 
Beneath  his  itandard,  Britain  (hall  go  forth, 
Array'd  for  conqucfl,  terrible  in  glory  : 
And  nations  ihrink  before  her.     O  what  deaths, 

What 
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"What  defolation  mall  her  vengeance  fpread, 
From  engines  yet  unfound  ;  whofe  lightnings  flafli, 
Whofe  thunders  roar,  amazing,  o'er  the  plain: 
As  if  this  king  had  fummon'd  from  on  high 
Heaven's  dread  artillery  to  fight  his  battle  ! 
Nor  is  renown  in  war  his  fole  ambition  : 
A  nobler  paffion  labours  in  his  breaft— 
Alfred  attend — to  make  his  people  bleft! 
The  facred  rights  that  reafon  loudly  claims 
For  free-born  men— thefe,  Alfred,  are  his  care  : 
Oft  to  confirm,  and  fix  them  on  the  bafe 
Of  equal  laws. — O  father  of  mankind  ! 
Succeffive  praifes  from  a  grateful  land 
Shall  faint  thy  name  for  ever ! 
Alfred. 

Holy  fage, 
Whom  angels  thus  enlighten  and  infpire, 
My  bofom  kindles  at  thy  heaven-born  flame. 
Great  Edward!  Be  thy  conquefts  and  their  praife 
Unrival'd  to  thyfelf.     But  O  thy  fame 
For  care  paternal  of  the  public  weal ! 
For  England  bleft  at  home — my  rapt  heart  pants 
To  equal  that  renown  ! 

Hermit. 

Know  farther,  Alfred '; 
A  fovereign's  great  example  forms  a  people. 
The  public  breaft  is  noble,  or  is  vile, 
As  he  infpires  it.     In  this  Edward's  time, 
Warm'd  by  his  courage,  by  his  honour  rais'd, 
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High  flames  the  Britijk  fpirit  like  the  fun, 

To  fhine  o'er  half  the  globe  :  and  where  it  fhines, 

The  cherifh'd  world  to  brighten  and  enrich. 

Laft  fee  this  monarch  in  his  hour  of  leifurej 
Even  focial  on  a  throne,  and  tafting  joys 
To  folitary  greatnefs  feldom  known, 
As  friend,  as  hufband,  and  as  father  bleil. 
That  god- like  Youth  remark,  his  eldefl  hope, 
Who  gives  new  luilre  to  the  name  he  bears ; 
A  hero  ere  a  man. — I  fee  him  now 
On  Grejjy\  glorious  plain  !  The  father's  heart, 
With  anxious  love  and  wonder  at  his  daring, 
Beats  high  in  mingled  tranfport.     Great  himfeif, 
Great  above  jealoufy,  the  guilty  mark 
That  brands  ail  meaner  minds,  fee,  he  applauds 
The  filial  excellence,  and  gives  him  fcope 
To  blaze  in  his  full  brightnefs ! — Lo,  again 
He  fends  him  dreadful  to  a  nobler  field : 
The  danger  and  the  glory  all  his  own  ! 
A  captive  king,  the  rival  of  his  arms, 
I  fee  adorn  his  triumph  !  Heaven  !  what  grace 
What  fplendor  from  his  gracious  temper  mild 
That  triumph  draws  !  As  gentle  mercy  kind, 
lie  chears  the  hoftile  prince  whofe  fall  he  weeps! 

Alfred. 
A  fon  fo  rich  in  virtues,  and  fo  grae'd 
With  all  that  gives  thofe  virtues  fair  to  fhine, 
When  I  would  afk  of  Heaven  fome  mighty  boon, 
Should  claim  the  forcmolt  place. 

Hermit. 
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Hermit. 

Remember  then, 
What  to  thy  infant  fons  from  thee  is  due, 
As  parent  and  as  prince. 

Eltruda. 

Forgive  me,  Hermit, 
Forgive  a  queen  and  wife  her  anxious  fondnefs. 
Yon  beauteous  (hade,  that  as  I  gaze  her  o'er, 
My  wonder  draws,  efcapes  your  graver  thought. 

Hermit. 
O  bright  Eltruda  /  thou  whofe  blooming  youth, 
Whofe  amiable  fweetnefs  promife  bleffings 
To  Alfred  and  to  England  !  fee,  and  mark, 
In  yonder  pleafing  form,  the  bed  of  wives, 
The  happieil  too,  repaid  with  all  the  faith, 
With  all  the  friendfhip,  love  and  duty  claim. 
She,  powerful  o'er  the  heart  her  charms  enflave— 
O  virtue  rarely  pra&isM  ! — ufes  nobly 
That  happy  influence ;  to  prompt  each  purpofe 
Fair  honour  kindles  in  her  Edward's  bread. 
Amid  the  pomps,  the  pleafures  of  a  court, 
Humble  of  heart,  feverely  good ;  the  friend 
Of  modeil  worth,  the  parent  of  the  poor. 
Eltruda  /  O  tranfmit  thefe  nobleft  charms 
To  that  fair  daughter,  that  unfolding  rofe, 
With  which,  *  as  vn  this  day,  Heaven  crown'd  your 
loves. 


•  Tbis  tr.afque  was  written  to  be  ailed  at  CHffden,  on  the  birth. 
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The  fpirit  of  Elizabeth  arifes* 

Alfred. 
Say,  who  is  (he,  in  whom  the  noble  graces, 
Th*  engaging  manner,  dignity  and  eafe, 
Are  join'd  with  manly  fenfe  and  refolution  ? 

Hermit. 
The  great  Eliza.     She,  amid  a  world 
That  threatning  fwells  in  high  Commotion  round 

her; 
Each  dangerous  (late  her  unrelenting  Foe, 
And  chief  a  proud  enormous  empire  uretch'd 
O'er  half  mankind;  with  not  one  friendly  povier. 
But  what  her  kind  creating  hand  fhall  raife 
From  out  the  marines  of  the  branching  Rhine ; 
And  min'd,  at  home,  her  ever-tottering  throne 
By  reftlefs  bigots,  who,  beneath  the  mafk 
Of  mild  religion,  are  to  every  crime 
Set  loofe,  the  faithlefs  fons  of  barbarous  zeal: 
Yet  (he  mail  crown  this  happy  ifle  with  peace, 
With  arts,  ivith  riches,  grandeur  and  renown  ; 
And  quell,  by  turns,  the  madnefs  of  her  foes. 
As  when  "the  winds,  from  different  quarters,  urge 
The  tempeft  on  our  fhore  ;  fecure,  the  cliffs 
Repel  its  idle  rage,  and  pour  it  back, 
In  broken  billows,  foaming  to  the  main. 
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Alfred. 
How  (hall  me,  Hermit,  gain  thefe  glorious  ends  ? 

Hermit. 
By  filent  wifdom,  whofe  informing  power 
Works  unperceiv'd:  that  feems  in  council  flow; 
But,  when  refolv'd,  and  ripe  for  execution, 
That  darts  like  lightning  from  the  fecret  gloom  : 
By  ever  feizing  the  right  point  of  view, 
Her  trued  intered  ;  which  Ihe  firm  purfues, 
With  deady  patience,  thro'  the  maze  of  date, 
The  dorm  of  oppofition,  the  mixt  views, 
And  thwarting  manag'd  paflions  of  mankind  : 
By  healing  the  divifions  of  her  people, 
And  fowing  that  fell  peft  among  her  foes : 
By  faving,  from  the  vermin  of  a  court, 
Her  treafure  ;  which,  when  fair  occaiion  calls, 
She  knows  to  lavifh,  in  protecting  arts, 
In  guarding  nations,  and  in  nurfing  dates : 
By  calling  up  to  power,  and  public  life, 
Each  virtue,  each  ability :  yet  Jbet 
Amid  the  various  worthies  glowing  round  her, 
Still  mines  the  fird ;  the  central  fun  that  wakes, 
That  rules  their  every  motion  :  not  the  flave, 
And  paflive  property  of  her  own  creatures. 
But  the  great  foul  that  animates  her  reign, 
1  hat  lights  it  to  perfection,  is  the  love, 
The  confidence  unbounded,  which  her  wifdom, 

H< 
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H«r  probity  and  juftice,  (hall  infpirc 

Into  the  public  breaft.     Hence  cordial  faith, 

Which  nought  can  lhake  j  hence  unexhaufted  trea* 

Aire: 
And  hence,  above  all  mercenary  force, 
The  hand  that  by  the  freeborn  heart  is  rais'd, 
And  guards  the  blended  weal  of  Prince  and  People. 
She  too  (hall  raife  Britannia  s  naval  power  ; 
Shall  greatly  ravifh,  from  infulting  Spain, 
The  world-commanding  fceptre  of  the  deep. 

ElTRUDA, 

O  matchlefs  queen  !  O  glory  of  her  fex  ! 

The  great  idea,  father,  fills  my  foul, 

And  bids  it  glow  beyond  a  woman's  paflions. 

Spirit  of  William  II L  arifes. 

Hermit. 
Once  more,  O  Alfred,  raife  thine  eyes,  and  mark, 
Who  next  adorns  the  fcene,  yon  laurel'd^ufe. 
Ere  yet  the  age  that  clos'd  this  female  reign 
Hath  led  around  its  train  of  circling  years, 
Shall  Britain  on  the  verge  of  ruin  Hand. 
A  monarch,  loft  to  greatnefs,  to  renown, 
The  flave  of  dreaming  monks,  mail  fill  her  throne. 
Weak  and  afpiring ;  fond  of  lawlefs  rule, 
The  lawlefs  rule  his  mean  ambition  covets 
Unequal  to  acquire.    Yon  prince  thou  faw'tf, 
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To  glory  tutor'd  by  the  hand  fevere 
Of  fharp  Adverfity,  fhall  Heaven  upraife, 
And  injur'd  nations  with  joint  call  invoke, 
Their  laft,  their  only  refuge.     Lo !  he  comes : 
Wide  o'er  the  billows  of  the  boundlefs  deep 
His  navy  rides  triumphant :  and  the  mores 
Of  fhouting  Albion  echo  with  his  name, 
fmmortal  William  !  from  before  his  face, 
Flies  Superftition,  flies  oppreffive  Power, 
With  vile  Servility  that  crouch'd  and  kifa'd 
The  whip  he  trembled  at.     From  this  great  hour 
Shall  Britain  date  her  rights  and  Jaws  reftor'd : 
And  one  high  purpofe  rule  her  fovereign's  heart; 
To  fcourge  the  pride  of  France,  that  foe  profefs 
To  England and  to  Freedom.     Yet  I  fee, 
From  diftant  climes  in  peaceful  triumph  borne, 
Another  King  arife !  His  early  youth 
With  verdant  laurel  crown'd,  for  deeds  of  arms 
That  Reafon's  voice  approves ;  for  courage,  rais'd 
Beyond  all  aid  from  paflion,  greatly  calm  ! 
Intrepidly  ferene  ! — In  days  of  peace, 
Around  his  throne  the  human  virtues  wait, 
And  fair  adorn  him  with  their  mildeft  beams  % 
Good  without  mow,  above  ambition  great; 
Wife,  equal,  merciful,  the  friend  of  man  I 

O  Alfred  I  fhould  thy  fate,  long  ages  hence, 
In  meaning  fcenes  recall'd,  exalt  the  joy 
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Of  Tome  glad  feftal  day,  before  a  prince 
Sprung  from   that  king  belov'd — Hear,  gracious- 
Heaven  ! 

Thy  foft  humanity,  thy  patriot  heart, 
Thy  manly  virtue,  fteddy,  great,  refolv'd* 
Be  his  fupreme  ambition  !  and  with  thefe, 
The  happinefs,  the  glory,  that  await 
Thy  better  days,  be  Ihower'd  upon  his  head  ! 

Alfred. 

O  Hermit !  thou  haft  rai^d  me  to  new  life ! 
New  hopes,  new  triumphs  fwell  my  bounding  heart— 

Hermit. 

It  comes !  it  comes !— The  promisM  fcene  difclofes  \ 
Already  the  great  work  of  Fate  begins ! 
The  mighty  wheels  are  turning,  whence  will  fprcad, 
Beyond  the  limits  of  our  narrow  world, 
The  fair  dominions,  Jl/red,  of  thy  fons. 
Behold  the  warrior  bright  with  Danijb  fpoils  !— 
The  raven  droops  his  wings— and  hark!  the  trumpet, 
Exulting,  fpeaks  the  reft. 
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SCENE    IV. 

Symphony  of  martial  mujic, 

Alfred,  Eltruda,  Hermit,  Earl  of 
Devon,  followed  by  Soldiers* 

Alfred. 

My  friend  returnM ! 
O  welcome,  welcome  !  but  what  happy  tidings 
Smile  in  thy  chearful  countenance?—- 
Devon. 

My  Liege, 
Your  troops  have  been  fuccefsful.     But  to  Heaven 
i^fcend  the  praife !  For  Aire  th'  event  exceeds 
The  hand  of  man. 

Alfred. 
How  was  it,  noble  Devon  f 
Devon. 

You  know  my  caflle  is  not  hence  far  diftanfc, 
Thither  I  fped  :  and  in  a  Danijb  habit 
The  trenches  pafling,  by  a  fecret  way, 
Known  to  myfelf  alone,  emerg'd  at  once 
Amid  my  joyful  foldiers.     There  I  found 
A  generous  few,  the  veteran,  hardy  gleanings 
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Of  many  a  haplefs  fight.     They  with  a  fierce 

Heroic  fire  infpirited  each  other  ; 

Refolv'd  on  death,  difdaining  to  furvive 

Their  deareft  country. — "  If  we  fall,  I  cry'd, 

V  Let  us  not  tamely  fall  like  paffive  cowards ! 

**  No  :  let  us  live— or  let  us  die,  like  men  .' 

"  Come  on,  my  friends :  to  Alfred  we  will  cut 

*'  Our  glorious  way  ;  or,  as  we  nobly  periih, 

fl  Will  offer  to  the  genius  of  our  country 

f*  Whole  hecatombs  of  Danes," — As  if  one  foul 

Had   mov'd   them    all,    around   their  heads   they 

flafh'd 
Their  flaming  faulchions—  "  Lead  us  to  thofe  Danes  f — 
"  Our  country! — vengeance!"  was  the  general  cry. 
Strait  on  the  carelefs  drovvfy  camp  \w  ruih'd  : 
And  rapid,  as  the  flame  devours  the  Hubble, 
Bore  down  the  heartlefs  Danes.     With  this  fuccefs 
Our  enterprize  encreas'd.     Not  now  contented 
To  hew  a  pafTage  thro'  the  flying  herd ; 
We,  unremitting,  urg'd  a  total  rout. 
The  valiant  Hubba  bites  the  bloody  field, 
With  twice  fix  hundred  Danes  around  him  ftrow'd, 

Alfred. 
My  glorious  friend  ! — this  action  has  reftor'd 
Our  finking  country. — What  reward  can  equal 
A  deed  fo  great  r — Is  not  yon  pictur'd  Raven 
Their  famous  magic  ftandard— Emblem  fit 
To  fpeak  the  favage  genius  of  the  people— 

M  4  That 


248  ALFEE  D. 

That  oft  has  fcatter'd  on  our  troops  difmay, 
And  feeble  confternation  ? 

Devon. 

'Tis  the  fame. 
Wrought  by  the  fifiers  of  the  Danijh  king, 
Of  furious  Ivar,  in  a  midnight  hour : 
While  the  fick  moon,  at  their  enchanted  fong, 
Wrapt  in  pale  tempeft,  labour'd  thro'  the  clouds, 
The  Demons  of  deftru&ion  then,  they  fay, 
Were  all  abroad,  and  mixing  with  the  woof 
Their  baleful  power  :  The  fillers  ever  fung ; 
"  Shake,  itandard,  make,  this  ruin  on  our  foes  I" 

Hermit. 
?o  thefe  infernal  powers,  with  rays  of  truth, 
Still  deck  their  fables,  to  delude  who  trull  them* 

Alfred. 
But  where,  my  noble  coufin,  are  the  reft 
Of  your  brave  troops  ? 

Devon. 

On  t'other  fide  the  ftream, 
That  half  inclofes  this  retreat,  I  left  them. 
Rous'd  from  the  fear,  with  which  it  was  congeal'd 
As  in  a  froft,  the  country  pours  amain. 
The  fpirit  of  our  anceilors  is  up, 
The  fpirit  of  the  Free  !  and  with  a  voice 
That  breathes  fuccefs,  they  all  demand  their  king. 

Alfred. 
Quick,  let  us  join  them,  and  improve  their  ardor. 

We 
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We  cannot  be  too  hafty  to  fecure 
The  glances  of  occaiion. 


SCENES  Lajl. 
To  them  Corin,  Emma,  heeling  to  Alfred. 

CoRIN. 

Good  my  Liege,,    . 
Pardon  the  poor  unequal  entertainment,. 
Which  we,  unknowiig — 

Alfred. 
Rife,  my  honed  mepherd, 
I  came  to  thee  a  peafant,  not  a  prince : 
Thy  rural  entertainment  was  fincere, 
Plain,  hofpitable,  kind  :   fuch  as,  I  hope, 
Will  ever  mark  the  manners  of  this  nation. 
You  friendly  lodg'd  me,  when  by  all  deferted : 
And  fhall  have  ample  recompence. 

Cor.  in. 

One  boon, 
Is  all  I  crave-. 

Alfred. 
Good  fhepherd,  fpeak  thy  wifh. 
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CORIN. 

Permiffion,  in  your  wars,  to  ferve  your  Grace : 

For  tho'  here  loft  in  folitary  fhades, 

A  fimple  Twain,  I  bear  an  EngUJh  heart : 

A  heart  that  burns  with  rage  to  fee  thofe  Danes, 

Thofe  foreign  ruiKans,  thofe  inhuman  pirates, 

Oft  our  inferiors  prov'd,  thus  lord  it  o'er  us. 

Alfred. 
Brave  countryman,  come  on.     'Tis  fuch  as  thou, 
Who  from  affection  ferve,  and  free-born  zeal, 
To  guard  whate'er  is  dear  and  facred  to  them, 
That  are  a  king's  bell  honour  and  defence. 

Emma  fings  the  following  SONG» 


If  thofe ,  nxibo  live  in  Jhepherd's  bower, 
Prefs  not  the  rich  and  Jiately  bed  : 

The  new~mo<ivn  hay  and  breathing  flower 
A  J after  couch  beneath  them  fpread. 

H. 

If  thofe,  who  ft  at  Jhepberd's  board, 
S^oth  not  their  tafte  by  wanton  art  j 

'They  take  'what  Nature '/  gift  afford, 
And  take  it  with  a  chearful  heart* 


in, 
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in. 

If  thofe,  who  drain  the  Jhepherd's  bowl. 
No  high  and  fparkling  wines  can  loaf  ; 

With  <wholefome  cups* they  chear  the  foul, 
And  crown  them  with  the  'village  toaft. 

IV. 

If  thofe,  who  join  in  Jhepherd's  /port, 

Gay-dancing  on  the  daizy'd  ground, 
Have  not  the  fplendor  of  a  court ; 

Tet  love  adorns  the  merry  round, 

Alfred. 
My  lov'd  Eltruda  !  thou  fhalt  here  remain, 
With  gentle  Emma,  and  this  reverend  hermit. 
Ye  filver  dreams,  that  murmuring  wind  around 
This  duflcy  fpot,  to  you  I  truft  my  all ! 
O  clofe  around  her,  woods !  for  her,  ye  vales, 
Throw  forth  your  flowers,  your  fofteft  lap  difFufe ! 

And  Thou  !  whofe  fecret  and  expanfive  hand 
Moves  all  the  fprings  of  this  vaft  univerfe : 
Whofe  government  aftontmes ;  who  here, 
In  a  few  hours,  beyond  our  utmoft  hope, 
Beyond  our  thought,  yet  doubting,  haft  clear'd  up 
The  ftorm  of  fate :  prefervc  what  thy  kind  will, 

Thy 
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Thy  bountiful  appointment,  makes  fo  dear 

To  human  hearts !  preferve  my  queen  and  children  T 

Preferve  the  hopes  of  England !  while  I  go 

To  finifh  thy  great  work,  and  fave  my  country. 

Eltruda. 
Go,  pay  the  debt  of  honour  to  the  public. 
]f  ever  woman,  Alfred,  lov'd  her  hufband 
More  fondly  than  herfelf,  I  claim  that  virtue, 
That  heart-felt  happinefs.     Yet,  by  our  loves 
I  fwear,  that  in  a  glorious  death  with  thee 
I  rather  would  be  wrapt,  than  live  long  years 
To  charm  thee  from  the  rugged  paths  of  honour  : 
So  much  I  think  thee  born  for  beauteous  deeds, 
And  the  bright  courfe  of  glory. 
Alfred. 

Matchlefs  woman? 
Love,  at  thy  voice,  is  kindled  to  ambition. 
Be  this  my  deareft  triumph,  to  approve  me 
A  hufband  worthy  of  the  beft  Eltruda  I 

Hermit. 
Behold,  my  lord,  our  venerable  Bard> 
Aged  and  blind,  him  whom  the  Mufes  favour. 
Yet  ere  you  go,  in  our  lov'd  country's  praife, 
That  nobleft  theme,  hear  what  his  rapture  breathes. 


An 
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An        ODE. 


When  Britain  flrfl,  at  Heaven's  command, 

Arofe  from  out  the  azure  main ; 
This  was  the  charter  of  the  land, 

And  guardian  angels  fung  this  flrain  ; 
"  Rule,  Britannia,  rule  the  waves ; 
"  Britons  never  will  be  Jlaves?* 

II. 

The  nations,  not  fo  hlefl  as  thee, 

Mufl,  in  their  turns,  to  tyrants  fall : 

V/hile  thou  Jhalt  flour ijh  great  and  free, 
The  dread  and  en-vy  of  them  all, 
"  Rule,  Sec. 

irr. 

Still  more  majeflic  Jhalt  thou  rife, 

More  dreadful  from  each  foreign  flroke  : 

As  the  loud  blajl  that  tears  the  flies, 
Serves  but  to  root  thy  native  oak. 
"  Rule,  &C. 

IV. 
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IV. 

Thee  haughty  tyrants  ne'er  Jhall  tame  : 
All  their  attempts  to  bend  thee  down, 

Will  but  aroufe  thy  generous  fiame ; 
But  work  their  woe,  and  thy  renown* 
"  Rule,  &c. 

V. 

To  thee  belongs  the  rural  reign ; 

Thy  cities  Jhall  nvith  commerce  Jhine  : 
All  thine  Jhall  be  the  fubjeft  main  ; 

And  every  Jhore  it  circles  thine* 
"  Rule,  &c. 

vr. 

The  mufes,  fiill  with  freedom  found, 

Shall  to  thy  happy  %coaJl  repair  : 
Blejl  ijle  !  with  mat  chiefs  beauty  crown1  a9, 
And  manly  hearts  to  guard  the  fair* 
if  Rule,  Britannia,  rule  the  waves  ; 
M  Britons  never  will  be  flaws" 

Hermit, 

Alfred,  go  forth  !  lead  on  the  radiant  years, 
To  thee  reveaPd  in  vifion. — Lo  !  they  rife  ! 
Lo  !  patriots,  heroes,  fages,  crowd  to  birth : 
And  bards  to  fing  them  in  immortal  verfe  ! 
I  fee  thy  commerce,  Britain,  graip  the  world 


AU 
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AH  nations  ferve  thee ;  every  foreign  flood, 

Subjected  pays  its  tribute  to  the  Thames. 

Thither  the  golden  South  obedient  pours 

His  funny  treafures :  thither  the  foft  Eaft 

Her  fpices,  delicacies,  gentle  gifts : 

And  thither  his  rough  trade  the  flormy  North. 

See,  where  beyond  the  vaft  Atlantic  furge, 

By  boldefl  keels  untouch'd,  a  dreadful  fpace  ! 

Shores,  yet  unfound,  arife  !  in  youthful  prime, 

With  towering  forefts,  mighty  rivers  crown'd  : 

T'lefe  ftoop  to  Britain's  thunder.     This  new  world, 

Shook  to  its  centre,  trembles  at  her  name  : 

And  there  her  fons,  with  aim  exalted,  fow 

The  feeds  of  rifing  empire,  arts,  and  arms. 

Britons,  proceed,  the  fubjett  Deep  command. 
Awe  with  your  navies  every  hoftile  land. 
Vain  are  their  threats,  their  armies  all  are  vain  : 
They  rule  the  balanc'd  world,  who  rule  the  main. 


The  End  of  the  Third  Volume, 
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